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3HE Second Edition of Lyra Eucha- 
9 rifttca has been conjiderably en- 
U laired. One entirely new Part, the 
X Sixth, has been added, which con- 
tains Mijcellaneous Hymns; and 
each of the five original Parts has been increajed. 
In all, about one hundred and thirty Hymns have 
been added, twenty-three In Part I, fifteen in Part 
II, Jixteen In Part III, nineteen in Part IV, ten 
in Part V, and the remainder in the lajl Part. 
Of theje about ninety, or three-fourths of the 
whole, are either original or new tranjlations, 
or reprints of privately printed or unpublljhed 
Hymns. Sixteenaretranjlationsfromandent Latin 
Sources which, with two exceptions, have neither 
been previoujly pnblijhed nor tranjlated ; three 
Hymns are rejpeflively of Spani/h and Italian 
origin ; and Jix are Verjions from the German. 



This Edition has al/o been carefully revifed, 
and that in jcvcral ways. Many of the Hymns 
have b^en critically revi/ed, either by their Authors 
or with their conjcnt, by which means more polijh 
and a greater finijh have been attained. In order 
to Jave all available Jpace for the introdufiion 
of frejh Hymns, feveral typographical and other 
changes and improvements have been made. The 
references in the Index of Sources have been 
claj}ified and re-arranged, without impairing its 
completenejs. Secondary titles or texts for the 
Jeveral Hymns have been omitted, and the Sources 
of the Hymns, with the Authors' names, have 
been removed from the Text to the Table of 
Contents and the Index. Many of the Hymns 
have been Jhortened, either by the entire omij}ion 
of the Gloria, by which an element of inevitable 
jamenejs in treatment has been avoided, or by the 
jfupprejjion of the Refrain, with the exception in 
jbme cajes of the firjl and lajl ver/es ; or again 
by the removal of jbme Jlanzas and by the union 
of others. Several H3rmns aljb have been with- 
drawn, either becau/e their devotional value did 
not appear, on re-conjideration, to be combined 
with corresponding poetic worth, or becau/e they 
were duplicated tranjlations, or adaptations of 
Englijh Hymns of the lajl Century, or beyond the 
limits propojed from whence to feek for contribu- 
tions. And laJUy, a few Hymns have been revijcd, 
Jhortened, or withdrawn on controverjlal grounds. 
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On the latter alteration I wijh to fay a few 
words; and I have ujed the word controverjial 
intentionally. Some Hymns have been altered on 
controverjial, none on dofirinal grounds. The 
main obje6{ in the publication of Lyra Eucha* 
rijiica was a devotional one : it was not poetical, 
nor critical, nor dogmatic, nor, leajl of all, contro- 
verjial. Doubtlejs Jbmc of theje objeds, if not 
all of them, were incidentally included : and it is 
not too much to Jay that Jbme poetic beauties 
found their way into the CoUedion, nor that Jbme 
critically valuable tranjlations of ancient and me- 
diaeval Hymns were publijhed. Moreover the 
devotional objeS certainly included clear and pre- 
cije Jlatements in dodrine, and indeed was bafed 
upon Juch Jlatements. But the purpoje of the 
work was not to teach the Do3rine of the Real 
Prejcnce in the Holy Communion. That Doc- 
trine was ajfumed throughout, and in many places, 
albeit in poetry and verje, it was Jlated defini- 
tively and with exaSitude. And it is hardly 
needful to add that all fuch Jlatements remain 
unaltered and unchanged. 

But in the firjl Edition of Lyra Eucharijiica 
there were Jlatements upon and allujions to 
matters Juggejlive of controverjy, which could not, 
neverthelejs, be for a moment ajfumed to rank 
in dignity or importance with that DoSrine. 
Five Hymns, or Jix at the mojl, contained paf- 
fages thus fuggejlive; and with one exception 
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(in which the words, though diiHcuIt to underjland, 
were capable of bearing a meaning to which we 
could not ajfent) the exprejQions referred either to 
ceremonies or to cujloms which, as a matter of 
fa3y we neither hold nor ufe, or language was 
employed with which we are unfamiliar. The 
omijQion of a Jingle Jlanza in two injlances, Jlight 
verbal alterations in two others, and the with- 
drawal of the remaining two Hjonns, the unity 
of which would have been marred by contra3ion, 
and in which alteration was imprafiicable, re- 
prejcnt the full extent to which reyijion in 
this direfiion has been carried. I wijh to be 
explicit on this point, in order that there may be 
no opportunity for mijlake as to the amount of 
revijion carried out, either in kind or degree. 
And I may add, on the other hand, that both in 
the reprint of Lyra Eucharijiicay as well as in the 
firjl Edition, not only have Jlanzas from printed 
Hymns been omitted, but alfo many Hymns 
themjelves have been neglefied, which did not ap- 
pear to enunciate the Do6!rine of the Real Ob- 
jeSive Prefence with fufficient clearnefs. The 
changes and omijQions, however, on either Jide are 
injignificant. They have been made Jimply with 
a view to avoid the fuggejlions of controversy, at 
all times painful, but Jingularly out of place in a 
work the aim of which is devotional. 

To one other point I wiJh to draw attention. 
It has been made a charge of inconjijlency againjl 



the firjl Edition, that whiljl it contained tranjla- 
tions of modem German Hymns, thoje from Eng- 
lijh JburceSy by Authors not in Communion with 
the Churchy had been deliberately omitted. The 
inconjijlency I now perceive, and have, in prin- 
ciple, removed. As a matter of faS, in the for- 
mer Edition two or three Hymns owed their origin 
to Nonconformijls ; but, their Authors were at 
the time unknown to me. Since then, by the 
obliging help of Friends and by my own refearches, 
I have conjulted many of the works of the chief 
Hymn-writers amongjl the DiJJenters. But on 
the fubjefi of the Collefiion, and with the excep- 
tion of a Jingle Author, my former inconjijlency 
did not deprive Lyra Euchartfticay Jo far as I 
have been able to Judge, of many contributions of 
value. For after conjiderable Jearch, I have 
found, with but few exceptions, no printed Hymns 
from this Jburce which Jatisfied at once critical 
tajle and do3rinal requirements, and which poj^ 
fejfed fuiHcient poetic merit to make me dejirous 
to add them to the CoUefiion. From the pub- 
lijhed works, however, of one Author, whojc 
Hymns have been kindly placed at my dijpojal, 
and from the unprinted verjes of a Friend, the 
Jecond Edition has been enriched by Jeveral valu- 
able contributions. 

The Second Edition of Lyra EuchariJIica is 
aljb under great obligation to many kind Friends, 
either for additional or for frejh ajQiJlance. All 
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the Contributors to the firjl Edition are Contri- 
butors to the fecond : and the majority of thofe 
who helped me in the compilation of Lyra Mejfft- 
anica have helped me to enlarge the Lyra Eu- 
charijiica^ which is alfo indebted to the aid of 
/everal new Contributors. 



The following CoUefiion of Hymns and 
Verjes on the Holy Communion has been made 
with a twofold objefi. 

It is well known, even to. thofe who are but little 
acquainted with the Jubjefi of Hymnology, that 
there exijls a large number of Hymns, ancient and 
mediaeval, on the Holy Eucharijl. A conjiderable 
number of thefe Hymns have, of late years, been 
made accejQible to ordinary Jludents in the collec- 
tions of Daniel, Mone, and others abroad, and by 
Dr. Neale, Dr. Littledale, and other Liturgical 
jcholars amongjl ourjelves. But, in the revived 
and increajing appreciation of . ancient Hymns, 
thofe which relate to or bear upon the Holy Com- 
munion have, for the mojl part, been overlooked, 
or at leajl unheeded. For this difregard of old 
Eucharijlic Hymns feveral reafons may be given. 
That it is not caufed by any lack of devotional 
fentiment, nor by any abfence of poetic beauty in 
the Hymns themfelves, will be readily admitted. 



Perhaps an adequate reajbn may be found in the 
opinion entertained by many, that the Englijh 
Office for Holy Communion is not fuffidently 
elajlic in charafier to allow of the introdufiion of 
Sacramental Hymns. It is true indeed that at 
a time at which, Jpeaking ritually, they are 
Jung without authority, before the Sermon, juch 
Hymns are occajionally employed ; but as a rule, 
the cujlom has not yet obtained of making uje of 
Eucharijlic Hymns (other than thofe which the 
Divine Office itjelf already contains) in the place 
in which they were formerly fung, namely between 
the Epijlle and the Holy Gojpel for the Day. 
On this quejlion, however, which is not an unim- 
portant one, I jhall venture to oifer a few fug- 
gejlions at the clofe of the Preface. 

Hence, although we are indebted, at the prejent 
day, to ancient Sources for many of the more 
beautiful of our Hymns, which are alfo the mojl 
popular, yet thejc Hymns were chiefly compojed 
either for the greater Fejlivals of the Church, or 
for the Commemoration of Jbme Holy Day or 
Seafon : they were not intended for ufe at Holy 
Communion. And Jince Hymns Jpecially adapted 
for the Altar Office are feldom required, and Jlill 
lejs often employed, it is only natural that Juch 
Hymns from Latin and Greek Sources, as well 
as thofe of German and other origin, have been 
but rarely tranjlated into Englijh verfe. 

To how fmall an extent ancient Sacramental 



Hymns have been tranjlated for public uje in 
Church, may be perceived by an examination of 
Jbme of the Hymnals mojl generally employed, and 
of fome of the more popular Collefiions of Hymns 
which have of late been publijhed. And this ex- 
amination will incidentally jhew us the poverty of 
our pojQTeJOions in Englijh Eucharijlic Hymns from 
any Jburce whatever. Thus, it will be found that 
in the Collefiion which has dejervedly Jecured by 
far the widejl circulation of any Hymnal of the 
prejent day, under the title of Hymns Ancient and 
Modern^ out of 273 Hymns from all fources, there 
are only five Hymns printed in the body of the 
work on the fubjefi of the BlejQfed Sacrament, of 
which two only are tranjlated from ancient Sources ; 
although there are two more, and part of a third, 
amongjl the Introits, all of which are ancient. 
In the Jlill more recently publijhed Volume of 
Hymns, edited by Dr. Kennedy, with the title 
o'i Hymnologia Chrijiianay which contains the largejl 
number of Hymns, for the uje of the Church, 
hitherto coUefied into a jingle Volume, namely 
1500 Pjalms and Hymns, only one Pjalm and 
twenty-three Hymns are devoted to the Holy 
Communion. Several of theje are only by an ac- 
commodation Eucharijlic Hymns, and hardly more 
than a tithe of them may be referred to ancient 
Sources for their origin. 

If we turn to other CoUeSions of Hymnsand 
Hymnals between the extremes fuggejled by theje 



two Books, we Jhall find the fame law, as regards 
Eucharijlic Hymns, to prevail in all of them. Of 
courje it is pojQible to enlarge the number which I 
purpo/e to mention by indading thoje among/l 
the general Hymns, which may accidentally refer 
to the Holy Communion, or which may be made 
to bear an Eucharijlic meaning. But in the Sacra- 
mental portions of the volumes which I have con- 
fulted we jhall find the following rejtilts ; and 
I only refer to a few injlances where many might 
be quoted. The Salt/bury Hymn Book^ edited by 
Lord Nelson, contains 204 Hymns, of which 
only ten are printed under the heading * Holy 
Communion,* and of theje, two are certainly 
Hymns on the PaJJion, and a third can only 
in a fecondary fenje be made to apply to the 
BleJQed Sacrament. Of the remaining feven, one 
only is a tranjlation from the Latin. The Hymnaly 
edited by the Rev. R. R. Chofe, is another 
widely ufed Hymn Book. The new edition 
contains 300 Hymns, and only Jcven Hymns 
are printed in the part appropriated to the Altar 
Office, whiljl but two of thefe can claim an an- 
cient jburce, one complete Hynm and one Cento. 
The CoUeSion, edited by the Rev. W.J. Hall, 
and known by the name of the Mitre Hymn Book, 
contains four modem Hymns on the Holy Com- 
munion out of 303* and no ancient ones. The 
precursor of Hymns Ancient andModerny entitled 
Hymns and Introits^ in its fourth Edition contains 
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a Jingle Hymn on the Holy Eucharijl, and that 
an ancient one. The Hymn Book publifhed by 
the Society for Promoting Chrijlian Knowledge in 
its enlarged edition of 300 Hymns contains only 
jeven Hymns on the Holy Communion, none of 
which are of ancient origin. And not further to 
multiply cajesy The Church Pfalter and Hymn 
Book out of 510 Hymns devotes ten to the fubje3 
of the BlejQfed Sacrament, in none of which can 
any ancient features be traced. If we pajs 
from Hymn Books for uje in Divine Service to 
CoUefiions of Hymns for private reading at home, 
in the mojl recent compilation, The Book ofPraifey 
JcleSed and arranged by Sir Roundell Palmer, 
out of an aggregate of 412 Hymns, in the firjl 
edition, from the whole range of Englijh Hymno- 
logy, we find only jeven Hymns or Poems on 
the BleJJed Sacrament which are deemed to be 
of jufiicient merit to dejerve a place in its pages. 
One of thefe is a tranjlation from a Latin Hymn ; 
and two are not the produfiion of the prejent 
Century. 

The numerical paucity of Eucharijlic Hymns in 
the Hymn Books of the day is only equalled, as 
a rule, by their poverty in value, and by their lack 
of variety. Of courjc jbme of the finejl of the 
ancient and mediaeval Hymns have been trans- 
lated for, and fome of the bejl of modem Englijh 
Hymns are printed in, certain Hymnals. But, of 
either clajs of Hymns, none of the CoUefiions 



contain all, many but a few. Indeed, it forces 
itfelf on the attention of any one who will 
examine mojl of the recently publijhed Hymn 
Books, that ]b little care has been paid to the Col- 
lefiion of Eucharijlic Hymns, that the bejl and 
mojl devotional of their dafs appear almojl fyjle* 
matically to be omitted. In no one Hymnal with 
which I am acquainted are thofe five or Jix Hymns 
from ancient Sources, which are allowed to be the 
flrjl of their kind, to be found tranjlated. Neither 
are the bejl fpecimens of Englijh verjc invariably, 
or generally met with. And in their place Jecond- 
rate Hymns appear and reappear over and over 
again in well nigh every Jucceeding CoUefiion. In 
truth there appear to be certain Jlock Hymns on 
the Holy Communion with which, being free to 
every perjbn, every perjbn makes free ; and theje 
with more or lejs variety of reading, according to 
each jucceeding Editors poetic Judgment, in a 
different order, and mingled with others of Jimilar 
type and charaSer, are generally to be found in 
popular Hymn Books. In Juch Books Heber's 
Hymns are not always reprinted ; Keble is 
not frequently feen; even Osler is not invari- 
ably ufed; Caswall and Faber but feldom; 
Isaac Williams and Archer Gurney hardly 
more often. But Sacramental Hymns of exceed- 
ingly little value critically, whiljl devotionally they 
are altogether unequal to the pojition in which they 
are placed, and the part they are forced to play 



in Divine Service, help to fill the pages of many 
Hymn Books ; and with or without the addition 
of one or more of Wesley's, of a Watts, an 
Elliott, or a Batty we ufually find in each 
jelefiion the H3rmns of Doddridge, of Conder, 
and of J. Montgomery. 

As my Jludies have been direfied to the Eng* 
lijh OiHce for Holy Communion, its hijlory, ritual 
and devotions, the quejlion of Eucharijlic Hymns 
naturally forced itjelf on my attention ; and I foon 
found how little we had yet gathered, in an Eng- 
lijh form, from that particular portion of the wide 
field of ancient Hymnology. It is true that feveral 
Hymns on the Blejfed Sacrament have been trans- 
lated into Englijh verjc, and Jbme of them very 
frequently.* But they are chiefly verjions, with 
more or lefs fidelity and force, by difierent perjbns, 
of the fame majejlic Hymns which, in their original 
Latin, have attained world-wide renown. The 
grandejl and mojl beautiful of thefe Hymns are, 
in one form or another, familiar to Englijh readers, 
but they are few ; whiljl many other Hymns and 
Sequences, which competent Judges declare to be 
only fecond, and Jbmetimes not at all inferior to 
the injpirations of S. Thomas Aquinas, have 

* Of the Sacramental Pange lingua there have been at 
leaft, and may have been many more than feventeen or 
eighteen different verfions or tranflations, publiflied of late 
years ; of the Aiioro Te about thirteen or fourteen. 
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been allowed to remain in the language in which, 
and for the mojl part, in the pojition for which 
they were originally compojed. 

Until lately, the great body of theje Sacramental 
Hymns, even in their original form, has been un- 
known to all but Liturgical Jludents. Of late 
years, however, a large number have been di/- 
covered and coUefied, and have been rendered ac* 
ceJOible in the Collefiions mentioned above. But 
there is good reafon to believe that we are Jlill 
unacquainted with the extent of the Church's 
heritage in Hymnological wealth, as further re- 
Jearch is continually bringing to light Hymns pre- 
vioujly unknown, or long ago forgotten. Many 
of thefe treajures which have been obtained from 
many parts of Chrijlendom, have appeared from 
time to time, and it is hoped will continue to ap- 
pear, under the common title of Sequentia Inedita 
in the pages of the contemporary Periodical, The 
Eccleftologiji. But in thefe ColleSions, the Eu- 
charijlic Hymns remained in the language in which 
they were written ; and only the favoured few, 
chiefly thofc of S. Thomas Aquinas, have found 
their way into Hymn Books or Books of Poetry. 

Perhaps one of the earliejl attempts during the 
prefent revival of the tajle for ancient Hymns, 
(although there have been Jeveral incidental efforts 
in previous Centuries,) to popularije Hymns on 
the Holy Eucharijl was made about the year 
1839, ^y ^^ ^^^* Isaac Williams, who, in the 

b 



Volume of Hymns tranjlated from the Parijian 
Breviary^ reprinted in a colle3ed form, amongjl 
others, four out of the five welt-known Hymns 
compofed by S. Thomas Aquinas. The fame 
four Hymns, together with the Lauda Sioriy were 
tranjlated afrejh^ ten years later, by the Rev. E. 
Caswall : and in 1858, feveral other Englijh 
renderings of Sacramental Hymns were added to 
thefe, which, with his wonted kindnejs, Mr. Cas- 
wall has allowed to be reprinted, together with 
Jeveral other of his Hymns, in Lyra Eucharijiica. 
Between thefe two dates feveral other verjions and 
imitations of one or more of thefe Hymns were 
ijfued. In 1852, Dr. Neale, in Mediaval Hymns 
and Sequences^ publijhed two frejh tranjlations of 
the Adoro Te devote and the Pange lingua ; and to 
thefe he added a Sacramental Hymn of the vij. 
Century. In a later Volume, Hymns from the 
Eajiern Churchy Dr. Neale has tranjlated two 
more Poems of the vij. and viij. Centuries re- 
fpeSively ; and the three latter of thefe Hymns, 
by the kindnefs of the Tranjlator, appear in the 
prefent Colle6!ion. 

In 1857 Lauda Syon was publijhed; and this, 
with another publication by the fame Author, was 
the firjl effort to efcape from the accujlomed groove 
in which tranjlators of Hymns on the Holy Com- 
munion had hitherto chiefly moved. And in ad- 
dition to the five ufual Sacramental Hymns, feven 
other Hymns, fome of conjiderable length, have 



been tranjiated by J. D. Chambers, Efq., only 
one of which, it is believed, had previoujly ap- 
peared in Englrfh. At the time of its publi- 
cation, Lauda Syon contained the largejl number 
of Eucharijlic Hymns that had been collefied in 
one Volume. And it was only by the kindnejs 
of the Tranjlator, who was fo good as to allow 
his Hymns to be reprinted, that a Manual of De- 
votions for the Altar Office, The Divine Liturgy^ 
publijhed at the dofe of 1862, contained a Jlill 
larger coUeSion of this clajs of Hymns. But the 
latejl effort to popularije Hymns on the Holy 
Communion has been made by a ^Committee 
of Clergy,' which has lately ijQfued Jbme valuable 
TraSs and Books of Devotion. Eucharijiic 
Hymns is the title of a little Book of jixteen 
pages, which contains valuable tranjlations of 
Jeven Hymns, the greater number of which ap- 
peared for the firjl time in an Englijh verjion. 
All theje Hymns have been generoujly placed at 
my dijpojal, by the learned Tranjlator, for incor- 
poration into Lyra Eucharijiica ; and thoje of 
which I have not eljewhere obtained tranjlations, 
have been thankfully reprinted. 

The firjl main objefi, then, in the publication 
of Lyra Eucharijlica^ was the colleSion into one 
Book of many of the more beautiful of the ancient 
and mediaeval Hymns on the Blejfed Sacrament, 
not only reprints from Works already publijhed, 
but aljb and chiefly new tranjlations. And this 



objcS has been accomplijhed entirely through the 
kindnejs and injlrumentality of Friends. 

The refult has been this — that out of the large 
number of Hymns from ancient or mediaeval 
Sources which this Book contains, either diredlj 
on the fubjeft of the Holy Communion^ or indi- 
reSly bearing upon it, upwards of forty are new 
tranjlations.* Some few, indeed, were printed in 
The Divine Liturgy ; but thejc were kindly under- 
taken at my juggejlion, and have been rendered 
into Englijh in order to form a part of the prejent 
CoUeSion ; fo that, fubjlantially, they now ap- 
pear for the firjl time as tranjlations. And al- 
though this, in comparifon with previous efforts 
to introduce ancient Sacramental Hymns into our 
language, is a large advance on the pajl, yet it is 
believed that the Jlore, whence thejc Hymns are 
drawn, has not nearly been exhaujled, and will 
amply repay further examination. 

The dates of the newly tranjlated or recently 
publijhed Hymns, from ancient and mediaeval 
Sources, contained in this Book extend from the 
vij. to the xvij. Century ; the Hymn written at 
the latejl date being compofed by Santolius of 
S. Victor, and the two which bear the earlier date 
being refpeSively of Latin origin, from the Anti- 
phonary of Bangor, and from a Greek fource, by 
S. Andrew, Archbijhop of Crete. The period, 

* Thefc and all future numbers refer to the details of 
the Second Edition of Lyra Euchariftica, 



however, which appears to be the richejl in Eu- 
charijlic Hymns is that which began in and juc- 
ceeded the age of S. Thomas Aquinas, from the 
xiij. to the xvj. Centuries ; and for the caufes of 
this increaje in the number of Hymns on the Holy 
Communion at this particular time, there is ob- 
vious evidence in the Hijlory of the Church. The 
injlitution of the Feajl of Corpus Christi, with 
its OSave of Commemorative Services, of itjelf 
was juiHcient to create a demand for additional 
Sacramental Hymns ; and many were thoje who 
mujl have been injpired by, even if they did not 
afiually imitate, the compojitions of the Poet 
and Do3or of the Church, who jupplied the 
authorijed Hymns and Sequences for that and 
other Fejlivals of Wejlcrn Chrijlendom. 

The dates of all theje Hymns cannot be afcer- 
tained. In mojl cafes, however, it is believed 
that the date ajjigned reprejents the latejl Century 
to which the Hymn can probably be attributed. 
But if there is uncertainty with reference to the 
dates, there exijls abfolute ignorance about the 
Authors of many of the Hymns from ancient 
Sources in the following CoUefiion ; ]b that the 
Hynms, for the mojl part, have to be dijlinguijhed 
by the locality in which they were discovered, the 
Office Book in which they are enjhrined, or even 
the Colle£{ion in which they may now be found. 
For although the names of S. Andrew of Crete, 
of S. John Damascene, of S. Anselm, S. Ber- 



HARD, S. Thomas and S. Alphonso, of Guye- 
Tus, of Huss, of Angelus and Santolius, and 
of S. Teresa, arc attached tofomc of the Hymns, 
yet many more are lacking in any clue for the dis- 
covery of their authorjhip. Mojl of them may be 
claimed by jbme Continental Church or Conventual 
EJlabliJhment. Canterbury, York, Salijbury, and 
Bangor, however, have contributed their quota to 
the ColleSion. But the Office Books of the 
Galilean and Spanijh Churches, of Strajburg, 
Carljruhe, Munich, and Mayence, of Liege, and 
Augjburg, of Freijing in Bavaria, Drontheim in 
Norway, Prague, and the famous Benedi3ine 
Abbey of Reichenau, an IJland in the Lake of 
Conjlance, have Jupplied the chief materials for 
that older portion of Lyra Eucharijiica which is 
now firjl publijhed. 

The Jecond main objefi in the publication of 
Lyra Eucharijiica was this — the collefiion into 
a Jingle Volume of many Jcattered Hymns and 
Verjes, either already publijhed, or not yet in 
print on the fubjeft of the Holy Communion. 
Thofe who will give the matter conjideration may 
remember, that in many recently publijhed Books 
of Poetry, amongjl the mijcellaneous Poems, may 
be found a Jingle one or more on the Blejfed Sa- 
crament. Alfo in thoje Magazines of the day, 
which have more or lejs of a religious aim, Juch 
Jhort pieces of Verje may often be found. It is 



true, that neither of theje two Sources of Eucha- 
rijlic Hymns have been drawn from to the extent 
to which they might, pojjibly, have been made to 
contribute. Still, there are many Poems thus 
collefied which have either attained temporary 
notice and have then been forgotten, or have been 
printed in Volumes, the jcarcenejs of which at the 
prejent day proves that they are now but little 
known. And theje it is believed many perjbns 
will be glad to poJQTejs in a more accejQible, as 
well as more permanent form. 

In addition to theje reprints, there are many 
Hymns in the following pages which are neither 
forgotten nor jcarce. And Lyra Eucharijiica is 
indebted to jeveral Colle£{ions of the prejent day 
for jbme of the mojl beautiful of its Poems. The 
only difficulty in the jele£{ion was to know where 
to jlop, or what to abjlain from taking, where per- 
mijjfion was kindly given to chooje. But in a Col- 
leSion which aimed to a certain extent at com- 
pletenejs, it was thought wife to admit many 
Hymns well known and dejervedly appreciated, 
which otherwije it would have been needlejs to 
reprint. 

To theje two dajfes of modern Hymns and 
Verjes has been added another, that of original 
and unpublijhed Poems. And this is a dijlinc- 
tlon where a dijlinfiion is not needlefs. For whiljl 
Lyra Eucharijiica contains many Original Hymns, 
written for this Work, it aljb contains many which. 



although hitherto unpublijhed, were not written 
exprej[[ly For it. It is perhaps not Jlrange, that in 
the prejent wide-jpread teaching of the true Doc- 
trine of the Holy Communion, and in the conse- 
quent revived dignity and honour in which It is 
ejleemed, and the care and frequency with which 
It is celebrated, the minds of many perjbns Jhould 
find relief from devotion and meditation on the 
Myjlery of the Holy Eucharijl, in poetic com- 
pojition. Such, however, is the fa£{ : and it needed 
only the knowledge that juch a CoUefiion of Poems 
as Lyra Euchariflica was contemplated, to produce 
from many quarters Hymns, written jbme of them 
long ago, which have been with much courtejy 
placed at my dijpojal. 

This is the fecond obJeS with which Lyra 
Eucharijiica was printed ; and, as far as regards 
unprinted Verjes, the rejult has been this, that 
between eighty and ninety original or unpublijhed 
Hymns have been added to our formerly but fcanty 
Jlock of Poems on the BleJJed Sacrament. And 
all of theje, I have to acknowledge with gratitude, 
are due to the kindnejs and courtejy of known or 
unknown friends. 

In addition to Hymns from the Sources indi- 
cated above, there have been added jeveral Hymns 
of much beauty from the Italian, the Spanijh, and 
the German, both new tranjlations and reprints of 
former tranjlations. Hymns of German origin are 



generally full of devotional beauty ; and I only 
regret that Lyra Eucharijlica poJOfeJOfes Jo few fpeci- 
mens of Communion Hymns, either of Catholic or 
Protejlant origin, from that Source. The paucity 
of tranjlations, however, of Hymns on the Holy 
Communion, which has been objerved in the cafe 
of ancient and mediaeval Hymns, is equally ap- 
parent in that of Hymns from the German. For 
whiljl Sacred Hymns from the German^ by Mijs 
Cox, contains but a Jingle Eucharijlic Hymn, MiJs 
Winkworth's Lyra Germanica pojfejfes only Jeven 
Hymns out of about 225 (in both feries), and the 
volume publijhed under the title of Hymns from 
the Land of Luther has only one Poem Jpecially 
on the fubje£{ of Holy Communion : all of which 
tranjlations have been kindly placed at my dij*- 
pojal, and mojl of which will be found below. 
There will aljb be found Jixteen or Jeventeen new 
tranjlations by Friends, from the German, which 
have not previoujly been publijhed. 

Lajlly, Jcattered through the CoUeSion, there 
are Hymns and Verjes, original, newly tranjlated, 
and reprinted, which, although they are not direfily 
Eucharijlic in chara£{er, are indirefily conne£{ed 
with the DoSrine of Sacrifice which is involved 
in the Holy Communion, or may be made to bear 
an Eucharijlic Jignification. For thefe too, I owe 
many thanks to Jeveral Contributors; and it is 
hoped that thefe mifcellaneous Hymns, whiljl not 
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out of harmony with the fubjcS-raattcr of the 
Volume, will tend to prevent too much jamenejs 
in its treatment. 



Thus I have endeavoured to combine Hymns 
ancient and modern, and by the mutual contrajl 
to enhance the relative value of both. The ]ub- 
jefiive devotion and tendernejs of modern Hymns, 
will be jlrengthened by the definite Theological 
Jlatements of thoje of ancient and mediaeval origin; 
and the jyjlematic Theology and the enunciation 
of the highejl objeSivc Truths in the old H3rmns, 
will be foftened and brought home to the inner 
conjcioujhejs by the contemplative elements in the 
new. In addition to this double benefit, monotony 
and jamenejs will be avoided, which could hardly 
fail to rejult from a ColleSion of Hymns on the 
Holy Communion from any one jingle Source : 
whiljl, in the cafe oiLyra Eucharijiica^ additional 
variety is enjured by the introduction of mijcel- 
laneous Hymns, not out of harmony with thofe 
with which they come in conta£i. 



I have now to exprejs my jincere gratitude to 
all the many friends — as Contributors, as Authors, 
or as Publijhers — who have ajjljled me in the 
compilation oi Lyra Eucharijiica. Where all have 
been kind, it would be invidious to refer to any, 



unlejs reference were made to all« The names or 
initials or Jignatures of all thoje to whom this Col- 
le£{ion is indebted, together with whatever informa- 
tion as to the origin of the various Hymns I am 
enabled to give, will be found in the Table of 
Contents, and the Index of Sources. All the 
Hymns which have been reprinted in the following 
pages have been reprinted verbatim^ except in a 
few injlances of adaptation, which have been duly 
acknowledged. In all cajes, where it was either 
practicable or needful, and in many in which it 
was not neceJQTary, I have obtained permijQion from 
thoje concerned to reprint the Hymns which are 
now republijhed. On this jubjeS, I have only to 
add, firjl, that as a rule, the Hymns in this Volume 
are not meant for public worjhip, nor for Jinging. 
Some of the Verjes, it is true, are intended for 
both purpofes ; and jbme have either had mujic 
Jet to them, or have themjelves been written for 
mujic. Secondly, that the Colle£{ion contains 
Jpecimens of many kinds of rendering. Literal 
verjions have been placed Jide by Jide with thoje 
that are freer in tranjlation and that jeek to con- 
vey the jenje of the original, rather in correspond- 
ing than in abjblutely equivalent terms. And 
thirdly, that no Contributor is rejponjible for the 
jlatements or jentiments contained in the contribu- 
tions of other perjbns. 



xxviii fSreface* 

The Hyrtins in Lyra Eucharijlica have been 
arranged according to the fivefold Divijion into 
which the Englijh Office for the Holy Communion 
is jeparabk ; whiljl the concluding Part contains 
mijcellaneous and unarranged Poems, both ancient 
and modern. In many cafes this divijion of the 
Verjes is arbitrary. But it was thought better to 
attempt jbme arrangement, even an imperfe£{ one, 
than to print the Hymns under no jyjlem : and to 
arrange them according to their ]ubje£{-matter, 
as far as pojjible, rather than in their chronological 
order, or under the headings of their Authors' or 
Tranjlators' names. The Altar Office has ever 
been divijible into five Ritualijlic portions ; and 
although the Office in the Book of Common 
Prayer has received jeveral additions to, and has 
juifered from many tranjpojitions in its component 
parts, from its earlier and purer form, yet thcjc five 
Divijions can Jlill be di]lin£{ly traced. The Intro- 
dufiion reaches from the beginning of the Office 
to the Creed. Then follows the Oblation, which 
includes the Oifering of the Elements, and the 
coUeSion of the Alms, and extends to the Prayer of 
Humble Accejs. Thirdly, comes the jacred AS 
of Confecration, or as it was anciently termed, the 
Canon. After that, the Communion of the People 
follows : and the Office is concluded with the 
Thankfgiving. Now the firjl and lajl Divijions 
of the Office are eajily jupplied with Hymns ; for 
many of the Eucharijlic Hymns were compojed 
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for oje either in Preparation for, or in Thankp- 
giving after the BleJQTed Sacrament. In the Part 
entitled the Conjecration, it was thought well that 
the majority of the Hymns Jhould be from ancient 
or mediaeval Sources. The difficulty of arrange- 
ment is therefore chiefly confined to thejecondand 
fourth Parts ; and in theje two Divijions, German 
Hymns and reprinted Englijh Hymns have been 
combined with original Verjes and tranjlations 
from the Latin or Greek, in fuch a manner as 
to produce the leajl amount of jamenejs in the 
combination. 



In condujlon may I venture to ajk why we do 
not more extenjively make uje of Eucharijlic 
Hymns in the Celebration of the Holy Commu- 
nion ? The principle of Jinging even the Hymn 
of Doddridge, the Communion Hymn on Sacra- 
ment Sundays, as they were wont to be called, 
whatever may be thought of the practice, I ap- 
prehend to be Jbund — the principle, that is to Jay, 
of jinging a jpecial Hymn on the fubjcS of the 
Blejfed Sacrament in the Office for Holy Commu- 
nion. And this is only an extenjion of the fame 
principle by which we jing Hymns jtiitable for 
Holy Days, Sundays, and Saints' Days in Divine 
Service, morning and evening, after the Third 
CoUefi. The uje of the Introit, at the beginning 
of the Altar Service, of courje has authority and 



cujlom for its jupport and janfiion. And where 
it is pqQible to Jing Eucharijlic Hymns at a later 
jlage of the Office, one would not willingly fee this 
ufe lightly fet ajide. Yet, even in this cafe, when 
Introits are conjlantly repeated, the fame words to 
the fame mujic, Sunday after Sunday, it would 
feem to be well, occajionally, to forego the cujlomary 
portion of the Pfalms on behalf of fome Eucharif- 
tic Hymn. But in cafes wherein the ufual In- 
troit is not employed, it is difficult to difcover why 
Hymns fpecially adapted for Communion are not 
more frequently fung. The time before the 
commencement of the Celebration would feem to 
be very fuitable either for teaching perfons, or for 
reminding them of the Truths of the Holy Sacra- 
ment through the medium of Hymns. 

But this is not the only pojition in the Liturgy 
in which Hymns may be ufed, or in which they 
are employed. A very wife difcretionary power 
appears, on all hands, to be left with the Parijh 
Priejl as to the introdu£{ion of Hymns in Divine 
Service, not only with rcfpeS to the compojitions 
thcmfelves, but alfo to the time at which they may 
be fung. It is true that this licence is carried to 
an extent which ignores the ritual time for fmging 
Hymns in favour of times for which there is no 
authority. But the latitude very fairly allows of 
additional opportunities for fmging, when the ordi- 
nary and regular demands of the Office have been 
complied with. And in our fearch for precedent in 



this matter, wc find that Hymns were formerly 
Jung before the Holy Gofpel for the Day. Of 
courje there could be no valid obje£{ion to a return 
to fuch an ufe ; but the general conjent of Church- 
men, it is feared, would hardly be obtained in 
favour of Jinging ^Sequences' at this point in the 
Office. The widely jpread cujlom of Jinging the 
Nicene Creed, which thus becomes devotionally 
a Hymn of Praije, as well as do£irinally a Con- 
fejQion of Faith, would appear to many a jufficient 
reafon for not adding to the length of the Service 
by the introduSion of a Eucharijlic Hymn in this 
place. And in this practical obje£{ion there is 
much weight. So that we are obliged to conjider 
jbme pojltion in the Office, other than immedi- 
ately after the Creed (which adds to the prac- 
tical objeSion a grave ritual one) for the 
introduction of a Hymn. Such a pojltion may be 
found at the Offertory ; and in this place Eu- 
charijlic Hymns, after the faying of the Antiphon 
or Sentence, are now wont to be fung. And not 
only may no practical reajbn be urged againjl con- 
gregational Jinging in this portion of the Office, but 
devotionally it would appear to be helpful. To Jbme 
minds there Jeems to be needed a fort of connefling 
link between the Sermon and the remainder of the 
Service; and the interval between inJlru£{ion, 
fpecially in the cafe of powerful or able Sermons, 
and worjhip, in a return to the Office, is fitly oc- 
cupied with ASs of Praije by Jinging. Whiljl the 
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CoUefiion of the Alms during the jinging would 
obviate any prafiical difficulty arijing from an in- 
crease in the length of Divine Service. 

The quejlion, however, is a wide one, and is 
not juited for dijcujjiion here. But a fuggejlion 
for the more extended uje of Eucharijlic Hymns in 
the Altar Office is not wholly out of place in the 
Preface of a Book which is enabled to give pub- 
licity to jeveral new Hymns on the BleJJed Sacra- 
ment, which are not intended for, although they 
may be ufed in, Public Worjhip. I there- 
fore venture to Juggejl that the cujlom of thoje 
Churches, not only where a Hymn is Jung kneel- 
ing after the Conjecration (which is the more 
common pra£{ice), but aljb (which is the lejs ujual) 
where Eucharijlic Hymns are Jung during the Col- 
lefiion of the Offertory, may be followed with 
benefit and edification. 



ORBY SHIPLEY. 



Whitfun-Tide, 

A.D. 1864. 
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I^pmn0 anD mtxttsi on t\it 
l^olp Communion* 

PART I. 

r//£ INTRODUCrORr PORTION OF 
THE DIVINE OFFICE. 

•3Dui] me, 3Deu0, amoce. 

Y God, what lack I more when 
Thou doji We/s ? 
Deep calleth unto deep when Thou 
Bendejl from Heaven o'er my un- 
worthinejs 
Hajlening to pay Its vow ; 
For me Thou comejl to Thy Altar holy, 

For me, O Love beyond all ken ! 
Pricjl of the mojl High God, yet ViSim lowly, 
Giver, yet Gift to men. 



2 die i&tepatatfon^ 

Here no Jlain beajls, nor birds of air are rejling, 

Not with earth's fruits the Soul is fed. 
But Sweets of Paradijc, Thy Love attejling. 

Here are full lavijhed ; 
With love for that vajl Love, with Jlrong jelf- 
loathing 
Thee in this Sacrament we hail ; 
Thee we do worjhip, clothed in that poor Clothing, 
Veiled in that lowly Veil. 

Farewell then all ! The Lamb's blejl Supper 
waiteth ; 
Farewell then all I loved before ! 
Farewell, farewell for aye ! my heart repeateth, 

Ye have my heart no more : 
O Bethlehem, whence jprings the Bread of 
Heaven, 
O Jordan, whence is Drink Divine, 
Not earthly hujks, nor Abana's wave be given. 
Only my Lord be mine. 

Sweet is the Grape in fair Engaddi's valley. 

Sweet was the Manna jent to blejs 
The weary fainting people, wandering daily 

In the great Wildernejs ; 
But Thou, O Flour of Wheat, O Vine of Glad- 
nefs. 
Only for Thee I thirjl. Do Thou 
Come to Thy lowliejl Graft and cheer his jadnejs. 
So Jhall he pay his Vow. 



%^z %mns Breaa^ 




&lnsy eacfi iSl^ountaftu 

ING ! each mountain ; Joy ! each vale ; 
Hujhed be mortal plaint or wail ; 
Glorious, awful Banquet, hail ! 

As the flame doth upward tend 
Would our Souls to God afcend, 
GoDy our being's Source and End. 

Lo ! our trembling prayers are jaid ; 
Lo ! Thine Altar, Lord, is jpread ; 
Thou art nigh for all Who bled. 

Yea, to us, whofe /ins did jlay, 
Com'Jl Thou in Thy wondrous way, 
Bread and Wine yield Christ this day. 

O, let all who feek Thee here 
At Thy Right, O God, appear. 
Heart, adore ! Thy Maker's near. 



HENCE jhall a man buy bread 
The fainting crowds to blejs. 
When day is gone and night comes on 
The lonely Wildernejs ? 




Not from the deathful wajle 
With Manna ovcrfprcad ; 
Though Angel dews each mom renews. 
And turns the Jlones to bread. 

Lord, in Thy Father's Houfe 
The meanejl Jlave has Bread 
Enough to jhare, and jlill to fpare, 
When every Soul is fed. 

Lord, day by day with Bread 
Our fainting hearts rejlore ; 
The Living Bread which lifts the dead. 
Lord, give us evermore. 



(Uletbum a i^atre prDti(ett0^ 

HOU from the Father fent, O Word, 
O very Light from Light outpoured, 
God, come mojl lowly from the Jky, 
Man, vi/ible to mortal eye ; 
Thou Who hajl made the Law give place. 
Grant us the guidance of Thy Grace, 
Wherewith Thou makejl jecrets clear 
And lightenejl our darknejs here. 

O Christ, draw nigh our Souls to fave 
Through Jhedding of Thy Precious Blood, 
Grant rejurrefiion from the grave 
To all for whom Thy Flesh is Food : 




Come unto Sl^e. 

That with Thy Saints in Blijs for aye 
Our cea/elejs prai/es wc may pay, 
And evermore in triumph jing 
Unto the world's Creator-King. 




Come unto 9^e^ 

H, for the time gone by, when thought 
of Christ 
Made His Yoke eajy and His Burden 
light ; 

When my heart Jlirred within me at the Jight 
Of Altar jpread for awful Eucharijl ; 
When all my hopes His Promijes fufficed. 
When my Soul watched for Him by day, by 

night, 
When my lamp lightened and my robe was 
white. 
And all feemed lojs, except the Pearl unpriced. 
Yet, Jince He calls me Jlill with tender Call, 
Since He remembers Whom I half forgot, 
I even will run my race and bear my lot : 
For Faith the walls of Jericho cajl down. 
And Hope to whojb runs holds forth a Crown, 
And Love is Christ, and Christ is All in all. 




%it preparation^ 

%im art fair, 9^^ Ho&e, tl^ere ijS no 

rpot (n tl^ee. 

WOULD that I were fairer, Lord, 
More what Thy Bride Jhould be, 
More meet to be the Jharer, Lord, 
Of Love and Heaven with Thee ; 
Yet if Thy Love with me Thou'lt Jhare, 
I know that Love can make me fair. 

O, would that I were purer. Lord, 
More filled with Grace Divine ; 

O, would that I were furer. Lord, 
That my whole heart is Thine ; 

Were it /o pure that I might /ee 

Thy Beauty, I would grow like Thee. 

O, would that I could higher. Lord, 

Above the/e fcn/es live, 
Each feeling, each dejire. Lord, 

Could wholly to Thee give ; 
The Love I thus would daily Jhare, 
That Love alone would make me fair. 

Thy Goodnefs and Thy Beauty, Lord, 

Shall robe and mirror be ; 
With ornaments of duty. Lord, 

I'll deck my Soul for Thee ; 
Till all Thy Love beyond compare 
Pafs into me, and make me fair. 




^Bfta, ^ita, (Befu, t^t per mio bene* 

AIL ! Jesus, hail ! Who for my fake 
Sweet Blood from Mary's Veins didjl 
take 
And Jhed It all for me ; 
Oh, blejQfed be my Saviour's Blood, 
My Life, my Light, my only Good 
To all Eternity. 

To endle/s ages let us prai/e 

The Precious Blood, Who/c Price could raijc 

The world from wrath and Jin ; 
Who/e Streams our inward thirjl appea/e. 
And heal the Jinner's worjl difeafe 

If he but bathe therein. 

O Sweetejl Blood, that can implore 
Pardon of God and Heaven rejlore. 

The Heaven which Jin had lojl ; 
While Abel's blood for vengeance pleads, 
What Jesus Jheds Jlill intercedes 

For thofe who wrong Him mojl. 

Oh, to be fprinkled from the wells 

Of Christ's own Sacred Blood, excels 

Earth's bejl and highejl blifs ; 
The Minijlers of Wrath Divine 
Hurt not the happy hearts that Jhine 

With thoje red Drops of His. 



8 ^]^e pteparatfon. 

Ah, there is Joy amid the Saints, 
And Hell's de/pairing courage faints 

When this /weet Jong we raife ; 
Oh, louder then, and louder Jlill, 
Earth with one mighty chorus fill. 

The Precious Blood to praife. 



I^itt tft mtin !?er ?♦ 

'ERE is my Heart — my God, I give it 
Thee; 




I heard Thee call and fay- 
Not to the world, My Child, but unto 
Me— 
I heard, and will obey : 
Here is Love's offering to my King, 
Which in glad facriiice I bring — 
Here is my Heart. 

Here is my Heart — ^furely the gift, though poor. 

My God will not de/pi/e ; 
Vainly and long I fought to make it pure 

To meet Thy fearching Eyes ; 
Corrupted firjl in Adam's fall. 
The Jlains of Jin pollute it all — 
My guilty Heart. 

Here is my Heart — my Heart fo hard before, 
Now by Thy Grace made meet. 

Yet bruifed and wearied it can only pour 
Its anguijh at Thy Feet : 



I^itt (ft mem l^tv}. 9 

It groans beneath the weight of Jin, 
It jighs Salvation's joy to win — 
My mourning Heart. 

Here is my Heart — in Christ my longings end, 

Near to His Crofs it draws ; 
It fays — Thou art my Portion, O my Friend, 

Thy Blood my Ranjbm was : 
And in the Saviour it has found 
What BlejQ'edne/s and Peace abound — 
My trujling Heart. 

Here is my Heart — Ah, Holy Spirit, come ! 

Its nature to renew. 
And con/ecrate it wholly to Thy Home 

A Temple fair and true : 
Teach it to love and /erve Thee more, 
To fear Thee, trujl Thee and adore — 
My deanjed Heart. 

Here is my Heart — it trembles to draw near 

The Glory of Thy Throne : 
Give it the Jhining Robe Thy Servants wear 

Of Righteou/ne/s Thine own : 
Its pride and folly cha/e away 
And all its vanity, I pray — 
My humbled Heart. 

Here Is my Heart — teach it, O Lord, to ding 

In gladnejs unto Thee ; 
And in die day of forrow Jlill to Jing — 

Welcome, my God's Decree ; 



10 %it l&teparartDn^ 

Believing all its Journey through 
That Thou art Wi/c and Jujl and True— 
My waiting. Heart. 

Here is my Heart — O Friend of friends be near 

To make each tempter fly ; 
And when my latejl Foe I wait with fear 

Give me the vifiory : 
Gladly on Thy Love repojing, 
Let me /ay when life is dojing — 
Here is my Heart. 



SDtatD near \x>lt% ifaftl^* 

NTO Thy holy Altar, Lord, 

Our heads and hearts bowed low. 
Where Thou art mojl to be adored 
We come Thy Grace to know. 
Wearied and wounded in our jlrife 

With Satan and with Jin, 
We come to Thee, the Bread of Life, 

New Strength and Hope to win. 
We do not ajk how it can be. 

That Thou Thy/elf Jhouldjl give 
Into our hands and hearts ; but we 

Receive Thee there and live. 
Oh, dwell within us when we turn 

Back on our earthly way ; 
And may we by Thy Prefence learn 
To love Thee more each day. 




II 




&alte, &alubirrima^ 

AIL ! Thou, Who from Heaven on high 
Health to all jicknefs bearejl ; 
Hail ! Unto the darkened eye 
Thou of all light the fairejl ; 
Hail ! Dejire which life tran/cends 

Of all Thy Samts departed ; 
Hail ! Who to Thy loving Friends 
Art e'er the Loving-hearted. 

Hail ! Thou Bread of Angels blejl, 

Mojl fweet and ever-precious ; 
Hail ! Who with Divinejl tajle 

Dojl in Thy Paths refrejh us ; 
Thou in very truth art He 

Whom my whole Soul dejireth ; 
God and Man I worjhip Thee, 

To Thee my faith afpireth. 

When in conjcience or in thought 

Guilt or dark error dwelleth, 
Faith, by Thy dear Prefence brought, 

All gloom and woe di/pelleth : 
Make me all the fervour feel 

Of that Thy Fire Divinejl ; 
Now Thyfelf un/een reveal 

Who e'er in Jecret Jhinejl. 
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Let the douds, which dim my Soul, 

Before Thy genial Splendour 
Hence away far dijlant roll. 

And leave it pure and tender. 
Come ! O Christ, King ever blejl, 

Come ! Thou our Con/olation, 
In my heart a welcome Guejl 

Fix Thy glad habitation. 

m 

May that golden Jhaft of Love 

Which once fo deeply fmote Thee, 
And from Heaven, Thy Throne above, 

Into this /ad world brought Thee, 
Wound anew Thy tender Heart, 

That Thou in Glory reigning 
Mayjl to me Thy Self impart, 

From all Thy Wrath refraining. 

Here Thy blejjed fojoum make. 

Fragrance and Joy difiujing ; 
Rejl in my /ad bofom take. 

Therein Thy manjion choojing. 
God of Love and Clemency, 

Now to Thy/elf unite me ; 
And tranjgrejQfor though I be 

Ne'er in dijpleafure Jlight me. 

Lord, of Thee this Gift I claim. 
For this one Mercy pleading ; 

For Thine ever-blejjed Name, 
For that Thy Love exceeding. 
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Which crjl made Thee deign to be 

Of our frail flejh partaker ; 
With Grace and Kindnejs vijit me 

Thy Servant, O my Maker. 

Choofe me for Thy dwelling-place 

O God of my Salvation ; 
Fold my heart in Thine Embrace, 

Sweet Gue/ly take here Thy Jlation : 
Think not how I am with Thee 

A vile and weak tranjgrejjor ; 
Rather how, made Man, for me 

Thou art an Intercejjor. 

By that mighty Love which moved 

Thee on that Crofs a/cending. 
When thereon Thy Limbs beloved 

Thou wajl meekly bending. 
So with loving, kind Embrace 

Cajl now Thine Arms around me ; 
And by the bounties of Thy Grace 

Give proof that I have found Thee. 




HotU, to ^]&!ne altar let me jjo^ 



ORD, to Thine Altar let me go, 
The Child of wearinefs and woe, 

My Home to find ; 
From Jin and fenjc and felf fet free. 
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Abforbed alone in love to Thee, 
Able to leave in liberty 
This world behind. 

Jesus, be Thou my Heavenly Food, 
Sweet Source Divine of every Good, 

Centre of Re/l ; 
One with Thy Heart let me be found, 
Projlrate upon that holy Ground, 
Where Grace and Peace and Life abound 

Drawn from Thy Breajl. 

There let me lean and live and lie, 
As fajl the fleeting moments fly 

Sands in a gla/s, 
Which Time may jhake with rejlle/s hand, 
Yet only at Thine own Command, 
Till to a dearer, happier Land 

My Soul Jhall pa/s. 

Then, then unveiled wilt Thou appear 
To thofe, who walking with Thee here 

Thefc wilds have trod 
In faith, that with the Cherubim, 
The Saints and Hojls of Seraphim, 
They too may Join th' eternal Hymn 

To Thee, O God. 
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%^t 9^otn{ng of Reeeptton. 

T Is a Day of fear : 
Rife up betimes, go forth alone 
With tongue fajl fealed and heart bowed 
down, 
Becaufe thy Lord is near. 

Leave not thy thoughts to roam 
Hither and thither, where they would ; 
Le/l fretful cares on thee Jhould crowd. 

Forgetful of thy Home. 

Let not thine eye go free ; 
Look on the earth beneath thy feet, 
The pit that for thy Jins was meet 

Had God been Jujl with thee. 

Bethink thee of thy Jin — 
A Jlifling cloud, a fejlering jbre, 
A rotting canker at the core 

That gnaws thy heart within. 

Good art thou to the Jight ; 
But would thy cheek be dry as now. 
As gay thy /mile, as bright thy brow. 

If all were brought to light ? 

Yet, not in gloomy jadnejs 
Be thy heart bowed and eye down cajl ; 
Is not the night of forrow pajl? 

Is't not a Morn of gladnejs ? 



i6 %%t preparatfom 

Think on the Holy Fcajl, 
On His dear Love and gracious Name 
Who /an6iifies Him/elf, the fame 

Both Sacrifice and Priejl. 

Go and be One with Him ; 
Dwell thou in Him and He in thee ; 
Him freely love Who Jets thee free, 

Though but in Jhadow dim. 

For it Jhall not be /o 
In that great Day, when faithful Souls, 
Whom flejh doth /way and Jin controls, 

As they are known Jhall know, 

To be for ever One 
With Him Whom, with the Father High 
And Spirit, Angels tremblingly 

Adore as God alone. 

Blefs, Lord, Thy Child, oh, ble/s; 
Strengthen my weakne/s ; /oothe my grief; 
Forgive and help mine unbelief; 

Rejlore my faithlej]hejs. 

AIL ! fejlal Day, for evermore adored. 
The Virgin-Church falutes her Bride- 
groom Lord. 

This is God's Palace, Houfe of Peace and Health, 
Here the poor enter to their Father's Wealth. 
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Here David's Son abides. Who makes us kin 
To God and man the/e Mother-walls within. 

Ye are the wedded Band, the nuptial Ring, 
If keeping truth your Heavenly troth ye bring. 

Here New Jerufalem defcendeth bright, 

Frejh decked with Jewels from the Halls of Light. 

Here fruits of Faith, that fpring from holy Love, 
The King of Jujlice waters from above. 

This David's Tower of Strength— Oh, run with 

/peed. 
Here Jhalt thou find the Pledge of Heaven indeed. 

This is God's Ark that, while the faithful roam, 
Bears them o'er trembling waters fafely Home. 



9^tin 3lefu, tier W bor liem ^tl^eiliem 

LORD, Who on that la/l fad eve. 

Ere Thou did/l die to jave our race. 
The Fruits of this Thy Death didjl leave. 
In our New-covenant Meal of Grace ; 
For this, of all Thy Gifts the bejl. 
Thy holy Name be praijed and ble/l. 

New Life, from Thy Life-giving Blood, 

This Sacramental Cup bejlows ; 
We take and eat this hallowed Food 

In memory of Thy dying Woes ; 

c 
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Thy Wounds, Thy Cro/s, Thy bitter Pain, 
Our thoughts recall them all again. 

We hail an added Sign and Seal 
Anew on burdened hearts imprejQfed, 

That Thy deep Wounds our wounds can heal : 
Thy Love has fet our fears at rejl, 

Cancelled the debt we could not pay, 

Torn up and thrown the bond away. 

The cords more firmly here we tie, 
That do/e with Thee our Souls unite ; 

The flame of Love mounts up on high, 
And rules with all-/ubduing might : 

This /acred Rite can Grace afford, 

To make us one with Thee, O Lord. 

With that new Strength from Thee derived. 
The Strength Thy Flesh and Blood impart. 

Here feels his inner Life revived. 

Each Guejl who comes with faithful heart : 

With frcjh re/olve once more begin 

The works of Faith, the wars with Jin. 

With all Thy Members, Christ, our Head, 
We cherijh thus Communion /weet ; 

To drink One Cup, to eat One Bread, 
This makes our Union more complete : 

One Soul unites our Brother -band 

PoJJejJbrs of this Covenant land. 



Cl^e spirit ano t^t 3vint. 19 

Thy Flesh a folemn Pledge conveys, 
That our weak flejh, though here it dies. 

Like herbs brought forth by dews and rays, 
A glorious Body Jhall arije, 

Which, when this pilgrim Jlate is o'er. 

Shall live with Thee for evermore. 

O Lamb of God, fuch precious Gifts 

Are in this holy Banquet jlored. 
The Soul from earth to Heaven it lifts 

In faith to feed at this Thy Board : 
How high the Fcajl, the gain how vajl. 
Where Thou Thyfclf art our Repajl, 



Qloeatton of t^e spirit anli t%t 1S>vttu 

jfUHAT /olemn Joy Jhould be 
In people and in Priejl ! 
Christ on the cruel Cro/s we jee ; 
And yet ! it is a Feajl. 




His Flesh is Meat indeed. 
And Drink indeed His Blood ; 
For, if by living faith we feed. 
They yield immortal Food. 

No fitting place hajl thou 
Thefc hallowed Walls within. 
If in thy heart and on thy brow 
Be unrepented jin. 
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But let the trujlful Soul 
On Jesus' Blood rely. 
Give all its powers to Love's control, 
And — Abba, Father — cry ; 

Then — Come — the Spirit calls, 
The Bride repeats the found : 
Wide open are the royal Halls, 
And richejl Sweets abound. 

All at this Feajl of Love 
In wedding robes are drejl ; 
But one the Bridegroom's Hand hath wove 
For every willing Guejl. 




HE Sun that lights this happy day 
For rifen man on toil intent, 
For us lights up a furer ray. 
Renews the Holy Sacrament, 
Wherever contrite Love hath place, 
A healing Balm, a quickening Grace. 

To-day th' eternal Promife comes, 

Th' eternal Hand is open fpread. 
We jcarcely looked for falling Crumbs, 
We win the children's Pilgrim-Bread ; 
As Bread of old from Heaven was jent 
He comes, a Gift mojl excellent. 



Si ^vottiSioml H^nmn. 2 1 

That was the bread which Mofes gave 

The tribes in Sinai's wildernefs, 
Fruit of a Law which could not fave — 
But this is Bread of Angels ; This 

He gave Who Jits upon Heaven's Throne, 
At His Lajl Supper to His Own. 

Hajl thou a Spirit pure and free 

In yearnings, hating nought but jln ? 
Life of the world yet given for thee, 
This Bread renews the heart within ; 
Vain Juch a Myjlery to Jhow 
Are eyes. Have Faith — and thou Jhalt know. 

Hail ! Bread Immortal ; Hail ! Sweet Food, 

Sweet unto thofe Thou feedejl thus ; 
Hail ! Everlajling Lamb, Whofe Blood 
Is our Salvation. Come to us ; 

We thirjl ; we tremble ; we implore 
Thy Grace. Oh, feed us evermore. 

a i&roceCttonal %mm 

O ! in wondrous Condefcenjion 
Jesus feeks His Altar-throne ; 
Though in lively Symbols hidden. 
Faith and Love His Prefence own : 
When the Lord His Temple vijits 

Let the lijlening earth be Jlill ; 
May the Spirit's fweet indwelling 
Each believing heart fulhl. 
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Here, in Figure reprejented, 

See the PaQion once again ; 
Here, behold the Lamb mojl Holy 

As for our Redemption jiain ; 
Here the Saviour's Body broken, 

Here the Blood which Jesus Jhed — 
Myjlic Food of Life eternal — 

See, for our Refrejhment jpread. 

Here Jhall highejl praije be offered. 

Here Jhall meekejl prayer be poured. 
Here with body. Soul, and fpirit, 

God Incarnate be adored : 
Holy Jesu, for Thy Coming 

May Thy Love our hearts prepare ; 
Thine we fain would have them wholly, 

Enter, Lord, and tarry there. 



C$e ^olp if eaft^ 

O ! the Feajl is fpread to-day ; 
Jesus jummons, come away 
From the vanity of life, 
From the founds of mirth or Jlrife 
To the Feajl by Jesus given. 
Come ! and tajle the Bread .of Heaven. 
Why, with proud excufe and vain, 
Spurn His Mercy once again ? 
From amidjl life's jbcial ties. 
From the farm and merchandife. 
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Come ! for all is now prepared, 
Freely given, be freely Jhared« 
BleJJed are the lips that tajle 
Our Redeemer's Marriage-feajl ; 
BleJJed, who on Him Jhall feed. 
Bread of Life and Drink indeed ; 
BleJJcd, for their thirjl is o'er, 
They Jhall never hunger more. 
Make then once again your choice ; 
Hear to-day His calling Voice : 
Servants, do your Majler's Will ; 
Bidden Guejls, His Table fill ; 
Come ! before His Wrath Jhall /wear — 
Ye Jhall never enter there. 



3|etu0, Source of etier? BleOins. 

ESUS, Source of every BlejQing, 
Jesus, every Joy poJOTeJpng, 
Come and repoje upon my breajl 
And make Thy Child and creature blejl. 

Oh, Jilent, Jilent, foft and Jlow 

With Jlreams of Love our hearts overflow. 

And in its waters pure and deep 

Our wearied Soul and jenjes Jleep. 

Lojl in the jblemn Jweet delight 
Of holding Thee, my Saviour Bright, 
My jpirit faint with love doth jay — 
Stay with us, Jesus, Jesus, Jlay ! 




1I 
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Stay with Thy Children^ Jesus, Jlay ! 
While the Sun goes its onward way ; 
Stay with us, Jesus, when the night 
Purfues its courje through Jlars of light» 

Stay with us, Jesus, when the jmile 
Of Joy doth all our Jleps beguile ; 
Stay with us, Jesus, when we weep 
With Thee on Calvary's mountain Jleep. 

Through jmiles and tears, through night and day, 
Stay with Thy Children, Jesus, Jlay ! 
And when we bend our heads in death. 
Stay and receive our parting breath. 

And JHent, Jilent, jbft and JIow 
With Jlreams of Love our hearts overflow. 
Till on Thy Jweet and facred Breajl 
We Jleep at lajl, for ever blcjl. 



ITH the Bread of Life eternal 

Feed My Flock when I am gone ; 
By dear Jlreams, through pajlures 
vernal. 

To fair Zion lead them on : 
They are in a land of Jlrangers, 
Sorely tempted and opprejjed ; 
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In their path lie many dangers ; 

This is not their place of rejl. 
Be their Shepherd ; watch them kindly ; 

Guide the young ; fupport the old ; 
Bring the wanderer back who blindly, 

Led by Folly, leaves the Fold ; 
Lejl the Wolf, in ambujh lying 

For Jbme lojl one gone ajlray, 
Weary, faint, deferted, dying. 

Seize the unrejljling prey. 
Take My Crook— for them I bore it — 

And in no wijc lay it down^ 
Till I call thee to rejlore it 

And receive thy Heavenly Crown. 



ASTE ! my Soul, thou Sijler fweet 
Who all my being Jharejl, 
For thy Spoufe a chamber meet 
Now Jee that thou preparejl ; 
For a kind and gentle Guejl 

To vijit thee intendeth : 
All that Heaven hath fair and bejl 
To greet thee condefcendeth. 

He Whofe Prejence e'er imparts 
A Joy which pajQfeth meafure. 

He Whofe Friendjhip on all hearts 
Be/loweth boundle^ pleajure. 
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Would pojQfefs this breajl of thine. 
With thee His fojourn making, 

With thee at thy board recline. 
With thee His Supper taking. 

Arije ! and run to meet thy Lord, 

E'en now His Steps are near thee ; 
Thine heart a hallowed Jhrine afford 

For Him to dwell and cheer thee ; 
Oh, hold Him fajl in thine embrace, 

Let Him go from thee never. 
Till with the fulncfs of His Grace 

He blejs thee here and ever. 




%^t eeafelefjsl IntereeOOfon of Cl^tfS. 

ATHER of Love, Who didjl not fpare 
For us Thine Only Son, 
Oh, look on Him, and hear the prayer 
Of Thy poor juppliant one : 
Behold His pierced Hands and Feet, 

Pleading for us e'en now ; 
Behold that wounded Heart Jo fweet ; 

Behold, upon His Brow 
The traces of the thorny Crown ; 

Behold the jlripes He bore ; 
By thejc He claims us for His Own, 
His Own for evermore. 



Cfie eeafelef^ Jntercedion of Cfirfff^ 27 

Ohy look on Him, and let the Cry 

Of this oor Brother's Blood, 
Who Guiltlejs for our guilt did die, 

Ajcend to Thee our God. 
Wilt Thou refujc His Love, His Toil, 

The one Reward they crave ? 
Shall His mojl deadly Foe de/poil 

The 'Souls He died to/ave? 
Father, oh, that be far from Thee, 

That Thou Jhould'Jl turn away 
When in that Name's high Merits we 

Kneel humbly down to pray. 

For this is Thy Beloved Son 

In Whom Thou art well pleajed ; 
Who for the /ins that we had done 

Thine Anger jujl appeajed. 
Clothed in His Raiment we appear. 

Kneeling before His Throne, 
Bejprinkled with that Blood jb dear. 

The Garment Thou wilt own ; 
And for Its fake, the Jinner vile 

Is made Thy Wedding-Guejl — 
E'en juch an one as her, erewhile 

By feven Fiends pojjejed. 

No depths of Jin can drown that Love, 

No water quench its fire : 
Dejponding Soul, arife ! and prove 

Its Might, its jlrong Dejire : 
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Come ! yea in lowliejl confidence 

Approach in Jesus* Name ; 
Greater His Love than all offence — 

Father, that Love we claim : 
Bending before Thine Altar low 

We offer It to Thee : 
The purejl Offering earth can know. 

Or Heaven look down to fee. 

^mittntz ftefpw l^olj Communfoiu 

NEEL lowly down. 

Poor recreant Child of Heavenly Sire ; 

Take ajhes from the ftre. 
And where the great Creator placed 
the crown 
Let largely jcattered, thickly lie 
The emblems pale of thy mortality. 

Strip," Jlrip thee bare, 
Poor worjhipper of Mammon's gaudy vejl. 

Better were Jhirt of hair 
Than thus to be dijhonourably drejjed ; 
And whiljl good Angels jhade thy brow, 
Thy Jelf-revenge and indignation Jhew, 

Yea, lowly kneel : 
And as the dropping wears the jlone. 

Or fand the griding jleel. 
So fajl and frequent fall thy forrows down. 
Nor let the haughty-hearted Jay — 
He knows to peace and Heaven a jurer way. 
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For on thee kneeling, 
In lowly plight and tearftil guije, 

The /oft balm-dews are jlealing. 
And Heaven reopens to thy ravijhed eyes ; 
While Christ Himjelf intones the Voice 
That bids thee Jweetly through thy tears rejoice. 



JttiXy JttUy feomm ju miv^ 

ESU, Jesu, come to me, 
Longeth all my Soul for Thee : 
Thou my Friend and Comfort art, 
Clajp, oh, clafp me to Thy Heart. 

Life without Thee is but pain ; 
Drooping hearts Thou dojl jujlain ; 
Oh, how /ighs my heart for Thee ; 
Good Lord Jesu, come to me. 

Nothing that on earth I jee 
Can my jpirit's jblace be ; 
Only Thy dear Love, O Lord, 
Peace and quickening can afford. 

Therefore long I after Thee, 
Hajle, Lord Jesu, come to me ; 
Falling on my wounded heart 
Let Thy Balm heal all its jmart. 

Thou didjl die upon the Rood, 
Giv'Jl Thy Body for my Food : 
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Let my grateful love for Thee 
Sing Thy Praife eternally. 

Sinful, L0RD9 I jland confejl 
All unfit to be Thy Guejl ; 
Speak the Word unto my Soul, 
Straight that Word Jhall make it whole. 

Grant me Thy Forgivenejs free 
In Death's awful agony ; 
Be my Guardian in that jlrife ; 
Raife Thou me to endlefs Life. 

^va^tv ann ^aerffice^ 

H, weak aremybejl thoughts, andjpoor 
Is all that I can jay. 
Whether I lift my voice in praije 
Or kneel me down to pray : 
Wherefore I thank Thee, Gracious Lord, 

Whoje Love provides for me 
A higher and ^nore perfe3 way 
Of drawing nigh to Thee — 
The Way of Sacrifice — ordained 
When earth was in its prime ; 
Ujcd by the hoary Patriarchs 
All through the olden time ; 
To IfraePs Children in the Law 

Of trembling Sinai given ; 
To us in later days confirmed 

By Christ Himjclf from Heaven. 




(Cletfum S> Stmnttntam^ 

O fweet ecjlatic thought ! 'tis mine 

To offer as of yore 
A Sacrifice, and One in Power 

Excelling all before ; 
For me upon an Altar fair 

Is pleaded, day by day, 
The Body and the Blood of Him 

Whom Heaven and earth obey : 
And as the jcarcely buoyant plank, 

Knit in the vejjel's /ide, 
With eaje careers acrofs the waves 

O'er leagues of ocean wide. 
So too, though weak my prayer, O Lord, 

Though poor my praifes be. 
Yet, knit with this high Sacrifice, 

They win their way to Thee. 



(Cletfum S> ifntmentum^ 

HOLY Wheat defied. 

When wilt Thou come to me ? 
Stay of my heart dejefied. 
It would Thy Temple be. 
Even as Thy Will hath /poken 
It lies beneath Thee broken ; 
O when, O when the token 
That it hath Thee ? 

Keen be my faith and Jleady, 
Far be all Jlain of jin ; 




i 
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God, my heart is ready ; 
O Jesu, enter in. 

Shall my love fail ? Oh, never ; 
This be my one endeavour. 
Here be Thy rejl for ever. 
Grant I may win. 

(Eixt^axifllt ^ttttpt anti )^ra?e^ 

NTO Thy Feajl with heart deep hujhed 
And lowly bended knee, 
As Thou commandedjl, BleJJed Lord, 
I come, remembering Thee. 

With thankfulnejs that weeps its Joy, 

1 lijlen tremblingly 
Unto the Words of Love Divine — 

My Blood was Jhed for Thee : 

My Body given— Jesu, Lord, 

Through all I fly to Thee ; 
In life, in death, at every hour 

Do Thou remember me. 

Grant Thou me Food to jlay my Soul 

That I in Thee may live ; 
Till I have left this mortal Jlrife 

Vouchfafe that Food to give. 

When fought the Fight and kept the Faith 

Death comes to fet me free. 
Receive me, Jesu, Lord, receive, 

In Love remember me. 
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HRISTIAN, hajlc ! thy Lord invites 
thee, 
Lo ! His Banquet is prepared, 
And the Food that Angels tajlc not 
May by Jinful man be Jhared. 

Sorrow-Jlricken, heavy-laden, 

To the living Waters flee ; 
Cajl thy load of guilt and jbrrow 

At His Feet Who died for thee. 

Wending to His Prejcnce-chamber, 

Is thy drooping Jpirit crojl 
By unbidden thoughts evoking 

Phantoms of the loved and lojl ? 

He Who waitcth to enfold thee 

In the everlajling Arms, 
Other ties Jhall weave around thee. 

Ties Death junders not nor harms. 

He Who drained the Cup of anguijh 

Human grief can janSify ; 
He Jhall give thee joys that bring not 

Tears and fad Jatiety. 

See ! for way-worn feet and bleeding 
Wide His Palace-gate He flings, 

Blind and lame and halt are welcomed 
By th' anointed King of kings. 

D 
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In the old world's blijsful Garden, 
^ Eat not,' was the Law Divine : 

* Eat,' breathed low the fallen Angel 

* And undying Life is thine.' 

Now, O Myjlery deep and wondrous ! 
Now the Mandate is reverjed, 

* Eat/ proclaims the Voice from Heaven, 

* Eat not,' whijpers the Accurjl. 

Tarry not then, Child of Adam, 
Gird thee for the coming jlrife ; 

Ere the Jhadow darken o'er thee. 
Eat the Bread of deathlefs Life. 



Hitht tife W mCcfi fa mfltie^ 

LOVE, Who formedjl me to wear 

The Image of Thy Godhead here ; 
Who jbughtejl me with tender care 
Through all my wanderings wild and 
drear ; 
O Love, I give myjelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Love, Who ere life's earliejl dawn 

Thy choice on me hath gently laid ; 
O Love, Who here as Man wajl born 
And wholly like to us wajl made ; 
O Love, I give myfelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 
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O Love, Who once in time wajl Jlain, 

Pierced through and through with bitter woe ; 
O Love, Who wrejlling thus didjl gain 
That we eternal Joy might know ; 
O Love, I give myjelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Love, of Whom is Truth and Light, 

The Word and Spirit, Life and Power, 
Whojc Heart was bared to them that Jmite 
To Jhield us in our trial hour ; 
O Love, I give myjelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be, 

O Love, Who thus hajl bound me fajl 
Beneath that gentle Yoke of Thine ; 
Love, Who hajl conquered me at lajl 
And wrapt away this heart of mine ; 
O Love, I give myjelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Love, Who lovejl me for aye. 

Who for my Soul dojl ever plead ; 
O Love, Who didjl my Ranjbm pay, 
Whojc Power jufficeth in my jlead ; 
O Love, I give myjelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

O Love, Who once jhalt bid me rije 
From out this dying life of ours ; 



36 %^t l^reparatfott^ 

O Love, Who once o'er yonder Jkies 
Shall Jet me in the fadelejs bowers ; 
O Love, I give myjelf to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 




(Emmau0^ 

UR heart burned in us on the way — 
I hear thejc wondering Brethren Jay ; 
They felt the Look, the Speech Divine — 
Is ever Juch experience mine ? 

In holy Services have I 

Been conjcious that the Lord was nigh ? 

As worjhip kindled could I fay — 

The Lord was with me on the way ? 

Through holy Emblems do I fee 

The Living Saviour near to me ? 

In kindling zeal of praife and prayer 

Does Christ reveal His Prefence there ? 

Though dark my path, I will not fear 

If only I may feel Him near ; 

My fpirit warmed I know not how. 

Till Faith reveals, Lord, it is Thou, 




iFtom t^e Cantfclesf. 

H, fometime draw the veil ajide 

When I look up above. 
And let the weary-hearted Bride 
At lajl behold her Love. 
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I J€€ in thought and weeping trace 

Thoje Lineaments of Thine, 
Th' eternal Beauty of the Face 

Which makes all Heaven Divine. 

The darknefs Jlill is unwithdrawn. 
The Jlars Jhine through the blue ; 

I have culled my daijies ere the dawn. 
My lilies in the dew. 

I gathered them while others Jleep — 

A crown for Thee to wear ; 
Till Thou and Daylight come, oh, keep 

My blojQfoms frejh and fair. 

i&reparation^ 

COME, O Lord, to Thee— 

In jad and grievous thought I hear Thy 

call— 
And I muJlcome,or elje from Thee I fall 
Deeper in mi/ery. 

I have not kept Thy Word, 
And yet Thou biddejl me to tajle Thy Love, 
Shaming my faithlejs heart that e'er could rove 

From Thee, O Gracious Lord. 

Shame wraps my heart around, 
Like morning gloom upon the mountains jpread ; 
Indignant memory, avenger dread. 

Deepens each rejllejs wound. 
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Yet mujl I come to Thee — 
Thou hajl the Words of Life, and Thou alone — 
Thou fitt'Jl upon the Mediator's Throne — 

Where Jhould a Jinner flee ? 

Nor Saint nor Angel's will 
Could lift the burden from this loaded breajl ; 
Weary I come, and Thou wilt give me rejl, 

Thou wilt Thy Word fulfil. 

I come to Thee ; Jince all 
To faith is pojjible, in faith I come ; 
As blind and deaf and halt and maimed and dumb. 

Before Thy Feet I falL 

Whom didjl Thou turn away ? 
From what dijlrejs was hid Thy pitying Face ? 
What cold rebuke e*er checked the cry for Grace ? 

Can I unheeded pray? 

Saviour ! O come to Jave ! 
Speak but the Word — Thy Servant Jhall be whole ; 
Turn, Lord, and look on me ; quicken my Soul 

Out of this living Grave. 

For Thou art here mojl nigh : 
Strength in this Bread, Refrejhment in this Wine 
Lie hid, in earthly things Thy Power Divine, 

My Jins to crucify. 

Enter my opening heart ; 
Fill it with Love and Peace and Light from 

Heaven ; 
Give me Thyjelf — for all in Thee is given ; 

Come — never to depart. 
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SI g>panti|) bonnet 

EBELLIOUS Reafon, thy bold wit 
confine ; 
Yield captive. Who commands? The 
Glorious God. 
And why? Becauje thy doubtful pride, unawed, 
Bows not to greet Heaven's Sacrament Divine. 
Who Jhall arrejl Juch freeborn power as mine ? 
Th' obedient Will, where Love's meek ardours 

burn. 
And who Jhall keep me bound ? No jailer Jlcrn, 
But Faith whoje bond is Wijdom's dijcipline. 
And what the Prijbn ? The Holy Church of God. 

O Prijbn, the brightejl home of earth below, 
WhoJe Treajure turns to joy all mortal pain : 
To thoje who loathe not thy myjlerious Food, 

Such Jlreams of Sweetnejs and of Glory flow, 
As all the Blijs of Eden bring again. 

Corpus Cfirittu 

EJOICE ! ye Angels, and thou Church 
This day triumphant here below ; 
He comes in meekejl Emblems clad, 
Himfelf He cometh to bejlow. 
That Body which thou gav'Jl, O Earth, 

He giveth back — that Flesh, that Blood, 
Born of the Altar's myjlic birth, 
At once thy Worjhip and thy Food. 
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He Who of old on Calvary bled 

On all thine Altars lies to-day, 
A bloodlejs Sacrifice but dread. 

The Lamb in Heaven adored for aye. 
His Godhead on the Crojs He veiled, 

His Manhood here He veileth too ; 
But Faith has eagle eyes unjcaled, 

And Love to Him Jhe loves is true. 

I will not leave you orphans, Lo ! ' 

While lajb the world with you am I : 
Saviour, we fee Thee not, but know 

With burning hearts that Thou art nigh. 
He comes. Blue Heaven, thine incenje breathe 

O'er all the conjecrated fod ; 
And thou, O Earth, with flowers enwreathe 

The Steps of thine Advancing God. 
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UT of the deeps how often hath my cry 
Gone up to God on the wild wings of 

prayer ! 
Even jb often hath He deigned to hear; 
So often hath He faid— Thou Jhalt not die ; 
So often — Stand upon thy feet once more ; 
So often—Serve Me better than before. 

But I, the river of my pain being pajl. 
Slighted His Succour Who had borne me through. 
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Daily deferring the Jwect Jcrvice due. 
Till Jeemed that Mercy's jelf might Jcarce refrain 
Her patient hands from vengeance at the lajl. 
But Thee, Jlill Jeeking Thy reluSant Sheep 
Mid thorny-tangled brakes that pierce Thee deep, 
Iron ingratitude repels in vain. 
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RIENDS in Jesus, now draw near. 
Brothers, Sijlers, enter here ; 
Filled with humble, glad emotion, 
Bowed in lowly, deep devotion : 



Come ! approach the facred Board, 
*Tis the Supper of the Lord ; 
Where the choicejl Things of Heaven 
From His loving Heart are given. 

He Who leaving Throne and Crown 
To our fallen world came down. 
All our wants and woes to Jhare, 
All our Jins and griefs to bear ; 

He Who journeyed weary years 
In the land of toil and tears. 
Onward to the Crojs and Grave 
Hajlening the lojl to jave ; 
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He dcvifcd this Feajl of Love, 
Thus the coldejl heart to move. 
Thus to bring Himjclf more near, 
Thus to make Himjelf more dear. 

~On the jacred Symbols feajling, 
All the Love of Jesus tajling. 
All the Spirit's Grace and Power, 
Oh, the Jweetnejs of the hour. 

Who can tell the Joy, the blijs 
Of Communion juch as this ; 
Sink, my Soul, in deep projlration, 
Lowly, fervent adoration ; 
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Earth-bound hearts, at length arife ; 
I Reafon, jbar beyond the Jkies ; 

At Thine Altar, Lord, we bend, 
; Let the Fire from Heaven dejcend. 

' Hujh your Anthems, Cherubim ; 

Stand ajlonijhed. Seraphim ; 

Men on earth, your Brothers lowly, 
1^ Dare to join your * Holy, Holy.' 

Lord, may Grace imparted here 
In our future lives appear : 
Theje have been — let others Jay — 
At the gates of Heaven to-day. 
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fealte, feuatigf et iFotmofe^ 

WEET and Beauteous, hail to Thee ! 
God Who ]b hajl loved me, 
Jesu Gentle, Jesu Dear, 
When I jland Thine Altar near 
Grant me to be ranked among 
Thojc EleS who round Thee throng. 
Fill me with Thy fuUeJl Grace. 

Hail ! O Christ, Thou Saviour Blejl, 
Only Hope of Souls dijlrejjed. 
Hear, oh, hear me as I pray. 
Purge, O Lord, my guilt away; 

And to baffle Satan's art 

Give me jaintlinejs of heart. 
Every evil from me chafe. 

Hail to Thee ! O Royal Head, 
Which beneath the thorns hajl bled, 
Marked with Jpitting and with Gore, 
Whence the Hair Thy foemen tore ; 
Bow down. Lord, Thyjelf, and hear. 
To Thy Servant's prayer give ear, 
Hearken, O Redeemer mild. 

Hail to Thee ! my Saviour's Side, 
Whence poured forth the mingled Tide, 
When the Blood and Water flowed 
Where the Spear had made a road ; 
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In that Fountain wajh me. Lord, 
Throughly cleanje the guilt abhorred 
Of my Soul by Jin defiled. 

Hail ! O Stream, when wajhed by Thee 
All the world from jlain is free, 
From a Jpotlejs Heart and pure 
Thou hajl flowed to work our cure : 
May the voice of faintly prayer 
Rife to Christ for me, who dare 
Of this Chalice drink to-day. 

Hail ! O Son of God mojl High, 
What I longed for now have I ; 
Through this precious Gift once more. 
When this life is pajl and o'er, 
Guard me from my cruel foe. 
Grant me. Lord, Thy Face to know 
And to dwell with Thee for aye. 




IVE us our daily Bread, 

O God, the Bread of Jlrength ; 
For we have learnt to know 
How weak we are at length : 
As children we are weak. 

As children mujl be fed ; 
Give us Thy Grace, O Lord, 
To be our daily Bread. 
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Give us our daily Bread, 

The bitter Bread of grief: 
We fought earth's poijbned feajls 

For pleajure and relief; 
We fought her deadly fruits. 

But now, O God, injlead. 
We ajk Thy healing Grief 

To be our daily Bread. 

Give us our daily Bread 

To cheer our fainting Soul ; 
The Feajl of Comfort, Lord, 

And Peace to make us whole ; 
For we are Jick of tears. 

The ufelefs tears we Jhed ; 
Now give us Comfort, Lord, 

To be our daily Bread. 

Give us our daily Bread, 

The Bread of Angels, Lord, 
By us [o many times 

Broken, betrayed, adored ; 
His Body and His Blood, 

The Feajl that Jesus fpread. 
Give Him, our Life, our All, 

To be our daily Bread. 
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19Latu0 ^altatorf jS. 

HERE is an cverlajling Home 

Where contrite Souls may hide, 
Where death and danger dare not come, 
The Saviour's Side. 

It was a cleft of matchlejs Love 

Opened when He had died, 
When Mercy hailed in worlds above 
That wounded Side. 

Hail ! Rock of Ages, pierced for me, 

The grave of all my pride ; 
Hope, Peace and Heaven are all in Thee, 
Thy Jhcltering Side. 

There ijjued forth the double Flood, 

The Jin-atoning Tide, 
In jlreams of Water and of Blood 
From that dear Side. 

There is the only Fount of Blijs 

In joy and jbrrow tried ; 
No refuge for the heart like this, 
A Saviour's Side. 

Thither the Church, through all her days, 

Points as a faithful guide. 
And celebrates with ceajelejs praije 
That fpear-pierced Side. 
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!^etc3efu C^tffle, mem ffetcmec l^fm* 

_ • 

ORD Jesus Christ, my faithful Shep- 
herd, hear ; 
Feed me with Thy Grace, draw inly 
near; 

By Thee redeemed, in Thee alone I live, 
All I need *tis Thou canjl give. 

Ah, Lord, thy timid Sheep now feed 
With joy upon Thy Heavenly mead ; 

Lead us to the cryjlal River 

Whence our life is flowing ever. 

For Thou art calling all the toil-opprejjed, 

All the weary to Thy Rejl ; 

The pardon of their Jins is here bejlowed, 
Thou dojl free them from their load. 

Ah, come! Thyfelf put forth Thine Hand, 
Unbind this heavy iron band ; 

Set me from my forrows free, 

Give me Jlrength to follow Thee. 

Thou fain wouldjl heart and Soul to Thee incline ; 

Take me from myjelf and make me Thine ; 
Thou art the Vine and I the branch ; oh, grant 
I may grow in Thee a living plant. 
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Meya to Mi;o"Tiyp/oy. 

HRIST, we turn our eyes to Thee 
And this mighty Myjlery : 
Habakkuk exclaimed of old. 
In the Holy Spirit bold — 
Thou Jhalt come in time appointed 
For the help of Thine' Anointed. 
Tajle of Myrrh He deigned to know 
Who redeemed the Jburce of woe : 
Now He bids all Jicknejs ceaje 
Through the Honeycomb of Peace ; 
And to this world deigns to give 
That Jweet Fruit by which we live. 
Patient Lord, with loving Eye 
Thou invitejl Thomas nigh. 
Showing of that wounded Side ; 
While the world is certified 
How the third day, from the Grave, 
Jesus Christ arojc to fave. 
Blejl, O Didymus, the tongue 
Where that firjl ConfeJJion hung, 
Firjl the Saviour to proclaim, 
Firjl the Lord of Life to name ; 
Such the Graces it Jupplied — 
That dear touch of Jesus' Side. 
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|OVE, jlrong as death, nay, Jlrongcr, 
Love mightier than the grave, 
Broad as the earth and longer 
Than ocean's widejl wave ; 
This is the Love that fought us ; 
This is the Love that bought us ; 
This is the Love that brought us 
To gladdejl day from Jaddejl night, 
From decpejl Jhame to glory bright, 
From depths of death to Life's fair height. 
From darknefs to the Joy of light : 
This is the Love that Icadetb 

Us to His Table here ; 
This is the Love that fpreadeth 
For us this royal Cheer. 



%^t Crofis t(e anticfpatfon of tfie Slltar. 

ALK not of Bread; the Soul entranced 
but eyes 
That Heavenly Form fo buffeted 
and bruijed : 
Talk not of Wine ; the Soul entranced dejcries 
That Brow, that Side with Healing Blood 
/ufFufed : 

E 
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Nor tell me of a conjecrated Board ; 

Hence with the wings of wafting Faith I rove ; 
On Golgotha before th' Expiring Lord 

I bend in grief, ajlonijhment and love. 

Sweet is the liquid grape to him that glows 

With gajping thirjl, or bread to Jlarved dijlrejs; 
But jweeter far a Saviour's Death to thofe 

Who thirjl and hunger after Righteoujhejs. 
Oh, as the branch is nourijhed by the Vine — 

Thou, Saviour, art the Vine, the branches we — 
Still may our Spirits in this myjlic Wine 

Drink life, health, beauty, joy, fcjlivity. 
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ESU, we laud and worjhip Thee, 
The veiled Incarnate Deity, 
Since Jinful man eats Angels' Food, 
The Bread of Life, the Precious 
Blood. 

Oft as we feek Thine Altar-Throne 
Help every Soul in juppliant tone. 
As Love*s own voice comes whijpering by 
To ajk with tears — Lord, is it I ? 

Lord, is it I who doubt if Thou 
Art really Prejent with us now, 
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Prejent to calm each aching breajl. 
To give the heavy laden rejl ? 

L0RD9 is it I who turn away 

And go like Judas to betray. 

As if no Pajchal Blood had gleamed 

On lips which Grace has once redeemed ? 

Jesu, what Love can Thine tranjcend, 
Love without meajure, time or end, 
Which gives to thofe who feek Thy Feet 
Thy Blood to drink, Thy Flesh to eat ? 

O Glory, that no tongue can tell, 
O Prejence mojl ineffable. 
Hidden in Forms of Bread and Wine 
Faith now adores her Lord Divine. 

Yes, fpotlefs ViSim, Jinlefs Priejl, 
We hail Thee in this awful Feajl ; 
And pray through It our Souls uplift 
To Thee, the Giver and the Gift. 

In hours of woe, in time of wealth, 
Be this jweet Food the Spirit's health, 
Till in this Strength we reach our home. 
Till to the Mount of God we come. 

There we Jhall fee, unveiled at lajl. 
When Holy Sacraments are pajl. 
The Prejence which on earth we own, 
And know even as we are known. 
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Jesu, all laud and praijc to Thcc, 
At this high Fcajl our prayer Jhall be, 
That we, who hymn this mighty Grace, 
In Heaven may fee Thee Face to face. 
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ITH the Precious Blood anointed. 
Thee we hail, O holiejl Tree ! 
Life at thy blejl touch returning 
Owns thy wondrous potency ; 
Such thy glory, juch thy virtue 
Since our Saviour hung on thee. 

Fount of univerjal BleJJing 

Which the Wounds of Jesus yield. 

Let the wounded gaze upon thee 

And their wounds jhall Jlraight be healed ; 

Only let them look believing. 

They Jhall prove what Christ revealed. 

Holy Crojs, thou Seat of Judgment, 
Where the Jujl One Jat enthroned 

To pronounce the righteous Sentence, 
Yet His righteous Ire difowned 

When He bare the Wood of healing. 
Who the Rod of vengeance owned. 

Thou in Whom all things are holy, 
Whence alone things holy flow, 
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Though our jins be dark and fearful 
Thou canjl make them white as Jhow ; 

Let thy healing dews refrejh us 
When we meet our lajl Jharp woe. 
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Cfie )Br0a& of %itt^ 

HOU givejl us the Bread of Life 

Without the Jlrife, 
The wearinejs of heart, the toil, the care 
With which our earthly tables we pre- 
pare. 



The world is full of deep unrejl : 

But we are blejl 
Who fee our Loving Father's Table fpread, 
E'en in the wildernejs, with daily Bread : 

Nor Bread alone, but alfo Wine ; 

The living Vine 
Supplies us daily from th' unfailing jlore. 
That we may never thirjl nor hunger more. 

Thou lovejl us — ^we need not fear 

To draw Jo near ; 
Thou longejl all Thy weary Ones to feed. 
For Thou alone canJl jatisfy our need. 
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&pea& s^ntlg to tfie (Ctting:^ 
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PEAK gently to the Erring— 
Ye know not all the power 
With which the dark Temptation came 
In jbme unguarded hour : 
Ye may not know how earnejlly 

They Jlruggled or how well, 
Until the hour of weaknejs came 
And jadly thus they fell. 

Speak kindly of the Erring — 

Oh ! do not thou forget 
However darkly Jlained by Jin, 

He is thy Brother yet ; 
Heir of the felf-Jame Heritage, 

Child of the Self-fame God, 
He hath but Jlumbled in the path 

Thou hajl in weaknejs trod. 

Speak gently to the Erring^ 

For is it not enough 
That innocence and peace are gone, 

Without thy cenjure rough ? 
It furely is a weary lot 

That/in-crujhed heart to bear ; 
And they who jhare a happier fate 

Their chidings well may fpare. 
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Speak kindly to the Erring — 

Thou yet mayjl lead him back. 
With holy words and tones of love, 

From Mifery's thorny track : 
Forget not thou hajl often Jinned, 

And Jinfnl yet mujl be ; 
Deal kindly with the erring One 

As God hath dealt with thee. 
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OOD of the hungry, 
Hope of the Jad, 
Rcjl of the weary, 
Blifs of the glad ; 
Stay of the helplefs. 

Strength of the weak, 
Life of the lifelefs, 
Joy of the joylefs, 

Crown of the meek : 
Nurture of Angels, 

Manna from Heaven ; 
Comfort of Mortals, 

Quickening Leaven ; 
Pardon of Jinners 

Contrite become ; 
Guide to all wanderers 
Seeking their Home ; 
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Pledge of Salvation, 

Refuge in death. 
Sacred Oblation, 

Seal of our Faith ; 
Peace to the troubled 

TempeJl-toJflTed mind ; 
Balm to the wounded. 

Eyes to the blind : 
Hail ! Son of Mary, 

Sacrifice pure ; 
Hail ! we adore Thee ; 
Hail ! we implore Thee, 

Keep us Jccure 
Bound to Thine Altar, 

Bound by Thy Love, 
Bound till hereafter 

With Thee in Light, 
Reigning in Glory, 
Filled with Thy Mercy, 
We Jhall for ever 

In Thine own Jight 

Banquet above. 
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OULD my Soul could fly for refuge, 
As the Dove flies to her nejl. 
To the Crojs where JESU5 dying 
Spreads for me His Arms of Rejl, 
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Where the great Dejire of Nations 
Hangs in Jlow-conjuming pain. 

All the jhame of Jin upon Him 
Whom the worlds cannot contain. 

Seek, my Soul, His fweet CompaJJion ; 

Seek it in His riven Side ; 
In Thy Jacred Wounds, O Jesu, 

May Thy Servant jafely hide : 
Let me rejl within the rampart 

That doth Thy Beloved encloje ; 
Here to dwell in Peace unceajlng 

Be the ending of my woes. 

O my GoDy my Bejl and Dearejl, 

Art Thou JufFering for me ? 
Saviour of the all-unworthy 

Art Thou nailed upon the Tree ? 
For the Robber, Gracious Jesu, 

Thou in jhame art raijed on high ; 
Freely for my vile tranjgrejjions 

Thou, my very Life, dojl die. 

Jesu, far beyond my merits 

Is the Love Thou hajl for me : 
Why am I amongjl the living 

If jb loved I love not Thee ? 
B^eJJed in its mighty power 

Be the Love that conquers all. 
Love on which like fleeting vijions 

Death's fell arrows vainly fall. 
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Mc Thy Love at firjl created, 

Me when lojl Thy Love redeems : 
Shed then on my dull cold Spirit 

That bright Love's enkindling beams : 
Draw to Thee my heart's afFe6iiony 

Make me glow with perfedi Love, 
Keep me Thine in clofejl union 

Never from Thy Side to rove. 

Sin 3!mftdtfDn from t^t ang:lO'&ajrom 

ATHER of All, to Thee we pray, 
Bend down from highejl Heaven this 

day. 
Oh, raijc our feeble hearts to Thee ; 
That Thy great Name may hallowed be. 
To quick and dead Thy Grace afford ; 
Hajlen Thy Kingdom, Gracious Lord. 
Thy Will be done through Christ ; for we 
Are one with Him as He with Thee 
If our faint Souls from Thee be fed 
On His Own Flesh, the daily Bread ; 
That we, forgiving all, may be 
Forgiven our Jins through Him by Thee. 
Thy Church defend : if flejh rebel. 
Father, clofe fajl the gates of Hell : 
For Thine the Kingdom, Thee we own — 
This earth Thy Footjlool— Heaven Thy Throne : 
All Glory Thine : By Jons of men 
Be ever praifed Thy Name. Amen. 
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die ^tDO Sitmtatlong, 

CROSS jlands black againjl the lajl 
pale glow 
Of that dread Day that twice was 
veiled in night ; 
The Form that quivered there when noon was high 
Rejls low amidjl the jhrouds and jpices now. 
And reverent hands have wiped that thorn- 
crowned Brow ; 

Bat where It bowed at noon, death-dewed and white. 
The Roman's Accufation meets my Jight, 
Earth's homage rendered in her own defpite, 
Proclaiming in three tongues Thy Right Divine. 

Yet, as I gaze, my heart difcovers there 
Another Accufation, black and clear — 

Thejc were the crimes that Jlew Thee ! They 
are mine ! 
But it is torn and blotted with Thy Blood ; 
No more a Sentence, but a Pardon jealed of God. 
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F by a Parent's dying bed 

Some Child in jeeming jbrrow kneeling. 

Waiting to catch the lajl faint word 

Ere yet theJUver cord doth fever ; 
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Should hear one jad requejl preferred 
By lips Jbon to be jealed for ever ; 
Who with a heart jb cold, jb dead, 

So lojl to jhame, jb lojl to feeling, 
Could rije unmoved and go his way, 
Nor that lajl Jad requejl obey ? 

And can we kneel His Crofs bejlde. 
And there recall His dying Token ; 
And hear the JcoSs, the cry, the Jcom 
Of furious foes exulting round Him, 
And fee the nails, the jpear, the thorn. 
The Jcourge that Jmote, the thongs that 
bound Him ; 
And then, His lajl Requejl denied. 

His Wine unpoured. His Bread unbroken, 
Pajs proudly on, dejpijc, forget 
Of Grace the Pledge, of Love the Debt ? 

Is not that Bread, the Flesh, the Meat, 

The Manna which from Heaven proceedeth ? 
Is not that Wine in truth the Blood 

From His deep wounded Side fajl flowing ? 
Can Souls which loathe far choicer food 
Than Angels' Food in Grace be growing ? 
Or live who fail to ' rijc and eat,* 

When Christ with His Own Body feedeth ? 
Oh ! Death for Life they Jurely choofe 
Who their Dear Lord's Command refuje. 



PART II. 

Cbe Ablation. 

THE OBLATORr PORTION OF THE 

DIVINE OFFICE. 

%%t JJDfferfits of ttie ^t\a KLato* 

9KCE I thought tojit jb high 
4 In the Palace of the Jhy ; 
J Now, I thank GoD for Mis Grace 
3 If I may fill the loweji place. 

Once I thought to jcale Jo |bon 
Heights above the changing moon ; 
Now, I thank God for delay — 
To-day, it yet is called to-day. 

While I Jlumble, halt and blind, 
Lo \ He waiteth to be kind ; 
Blejs me Joon or blejs me Jlow, 
Except He ble^s I let not go. 
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Once for earth I laid my plan. 
Once I leaned on Jlrength of man. 
When my hope was jwept ajide 
I Jlayed my broken heart on pride : 

Broken reed hath pierced my hand ; 
Fell my houje I built on jand ; 
Rooflejsy wounded, maimed by Jin, 
Fightings without and fears within : 

Yet, His tree. He feeds my root ; 
Yet, His branch, He prunes for fruit ; 
Yet, His Jheep, theje eves and morns 
He jeeks for me among the thorns. 

With Thine Image Jlamped of old. 
Find Thy Coin more choice than gold ; 
Known to Thee by name, recall 
To Thee Thy home-fick prodigal. 

Sacrifice and Offering 

None there is that I can bring. 

None, jave what is Thine alone : 

I bring Thee, Lord, but of Thine Own- 
Broken Body, Blood Outpoured, 
TheJe I bring, my God, my Lord ; 
Wine of Life and Living Bread, 

With theje for me Thy Board is jpread. 
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a Hamfi a0 ft |a& been aaim 

EA, Thou wajl once a ViSim Jlain, 
Thy Manhood in th* atoning Pain 
Was offered once and ne'er again. 

But, Lord, in their Immortal Worth 
Thy Flesh and Blood are Jlill Jet forth 
Before God*s Throne in Heaven and earth. 

For Prejcnt wherejbe'er they be, 
By Nature's rule or Myjlery, 
We have Thy Sacrifice and Thee. 

And Prejent truly and indeed 

In Sacrament our Souls to feed 

That Flesh and Blood are Jlrong to plead. 

For in Them never fails nor dies 
The Might of Thy dread Sacrifice 
That Jlands before the Father's Eyes. 

And thus on lowliejl Altar-floor, 
E'en as within th' eternal Door, 
They Jhow Thy PaJJion evermore. 

O Thou Whofe Love can thus combine 
The earthly with the Heavenly Shrine, 
Let this pure Offering keep us Thine. 
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&utrum Cortia^ 

|HY art thou weary, O my Soul, 
And why cajl down within thee ? 
Though floods of jbrrowo'er thee roll 
Thy Father's Eye hath jecn thee: 
From dangers thus thy life He Keeps, 
From Jhallow Jhores to Jafer deeps 
The Jlorm is jent to win thee. 

All things within, without, around 

Mujl prove unsatisfying : 
And comes there not from all a jbund. 

The echo of our Jighing, 
Telling that earth may never be 
Our Home of Immortality, 

Or Rejl for Souls undying ? 

Father, I hear Thy warning Voice 
'Midjl fears the Soul appalling ; 

No junny days of earthly joys 
Could Jlay the jhadows falling : 

Sun-lighted times are types of Heaven, 

Dark nights to calm the heart are given 
Man to his God recalling. 

Lift thyfelf up ! O weary Heart, 

And claim thy high ele6lion : 
Strength for thy Crojs will He impart 

Who tajled earth's rejefiion. 



To fjLeyu M.v(rri/iptov. 65 

Joint-Heirs with Christ, on Things above, 
The Joys of God*s eternal Love, 
Mujl jet their own affedion. 

Lift up thy Heart ! His Church's chant 

Tells of the Joy before us : 
Such Blijs as Heavenly Love can grant 

His Promijes ajQfure us. 
Sing all our Souls with full accord— 
We lift them up to Thee, O Lord, 

In Eucharijlic chorus. 




To fjLeyu Mvcrrfjptov. 

H, the Myjlery paj)ing wonder. 
When reclining at the Board, 
Eat— Thou Jaidjl to Thy Dijciples— 
That true Bread with quickening 
Jlored ; 
Drink in faith the healing Chalice 
From a Dying God outpoured. 

Then the glorious Upper-Chamber 

A Celejlial Tent was made. 
When the Bloodlejs Rite was offered 

And the SouPs true jervice paid, 
And the table of the feajlers 

As an Altar Jlood difplayed. 
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Christ is now our mighty Pajcha 
Eaten for our myjlic Bread, 

As a Lamb led out to jlaughter 
And for this world offered ; 

Take we of His Broken Body, 
Drink we of the Blood He Jhed. 

To the Twelve fpake Truth eternal. 
To the Branches fpake the Vine — 

Never more from this day forward 
Shall I tajle again this Wine, 

Till I drink It in the Kingdom 
Of My Father and with Mine. 

Thou hajl Jlretched thofe hands for Jilver 
That had held th' Immortal Food ; 

With thofe lips that late had tajled 
Of the Body and the Blood, 

Thou hajl given the kifs, O Judas ; 
Thou hajl heard the Woe bejlowed. 

Christ to all the world gives Banquet 
On that mojl Celejlial Meat ; 

Him, albeit with lips all earthly, 
Yet with holy hearts we greet. 

Him the facrificial Pafcha, 
Priejl and ViSim all complete. 
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a Henten ^Ita^ 




ESU, ever prejcnt 

With Thy Church below 
In the day of gladnejs. 
In the night of woe 
From Thy holy Altar 
Life Divine bejlow. 

There we kneel before Thee 
Pleading Face to face ; 

There with awe adore Thee 
Thirjling for Thy Grace, 

That our hearts, O Saviour, 
May Thyjelf embrace. 

We are frail and Jinful 
And no Love can claim. 

But withhold not from us 
By Thy Jacred Name 

Light to keep our footjleps 
From the paths of Jhame ; 

Strength to fight the battle 
With the powers of death ; 

Truth to hold us Jledfajl 
In Thy holy Faith ; 

Comfort to jujlain us 
To our latejl breath. 
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Jesu, ever prejent 

With Thy Church below. 
Hear us in our jadnejs, 

Hear us in our woe ; 
Faint our Souls and hungry. 

Bread of Life bejlow. 



iSDur ipatfier* 

UR Father ! Thou Who art in Heaven, 
Hallowed be Thy Name, Creator 
Lord: 
May Thy Kingdom come, and praije be 
given 
To Thee, King of Heaven and earth adored. 

As in Heaven Celejlial Powers obey Thee, 
As Thy Will is ever done on high. 

So on earth may we glad homage pay Thee, 
Like the radiant Spirits of the Jky. 

In our need, O Father, we implore Thee, 
For Thy Bounty thus Thy Children pray, 

In fweet hope we bend the knee before Thee, 
Give, O God, our Daily Bread this day. 

As we pardon all who may offend us. 

Do Thou, Lord, forgive our jins to Thee : 

Grace in peril and temptation fend us, 
And from evil ever keep us free. 
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CJep tjjere offentteli at !^fm* 



TORE of Grace in Christ rejides, 
Only faith this Store revealeth ; 
Ujelejs all this Grace abides 
Until faith the Fount unjealeth. 



If the eye of faith be bright, 
Thofe far off may fee Him clearly ; 

If be dark that inward light. 

They Jce leajl who fee mojl nearly. 

When His earthly Race to run 

Our Dear Lord from Heaven dejcended. 
The mean garb of Jofeph*s Son 

Men beholding, Jhrank offended. 

Even thus in Bread and Wine, 

And meaner things, where Judgment carnal 
Nought can fee, to faith Divine 

Dwells abundant Grace fupernal. 

Worldly wifdom fceketh how 

Grace in Means thus humble lurketh. 

Unconvinced unlefs it know 

Whence Power fpringeth, why it worketh. 

They their Majler*s Love who jhare 
AJk not how His Spirit moveth ; 

This their only, conjlant care 

To rejl in faith on Him Who loveth. 
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&acrtj2( &Dlemnft0 functa ant gautifa. 

ET this our folcmn Fcajl 

With holy joys be crowned. 
And from each loving breajl 
The voice of gladnejs jbund ; 
Let ancient things depart, 
And all be new around 
In every aS and voice and heart. 

Remember we that Eve, 
That Supper lajl and dread, 

When Christ, as we believe, 
The Lamb and leavenlejs Bread 

Unto His Brethren brought. 
And thus the Law obeyed 
Of old time to the Fathers taught. 

But when the Law's repajl 
Was o'er, the Type complete, 

To His Difciples lajl 
The Lord His Flesh to eat, 

The Whole to all, no lefs, 
The Whole to each doth meet 
With His own Hand, as we confejs. 

He gave the weak and frail 
His Body for their Food, 

The fad for their regale 
The Chalice of His Blood ; 



Cfirrtt maaf 9^imi^t Celebratiom 7 1 

And faid— Take yc of This, 
My Cup with Life imbued ; 
Oh, drink ye all this Draught of Blifs., 

That Sacrifice fo He 

To injlitute did will, 
And by a Jure Decree 

That Office to fulfil 
To Priejls alone confide, 

To whom pertaineth Jlill 
To take and to the rejl divide. 

Lo ! Angels' Bread is made 

The Bread of mortal man ; 
Shows forth this Heavenly Bread 

The end which Types began ; 
Oh, wondrous Boon indeed. 

Upon his Lord now can 
A poor and humble Servant feed. 



CfirfSmajS 9^ibnis^t Celebratfon. 

LLELUIA ! Lord mojl Holy, 

In Thy Manger-throne we hail Thee ; 
Alleluia ! Meek and Lowly, 

Never jhall our worjhip fail Thee. 
Alleluia ! Choirs of Angels 

Sing at midnight-hour Thy Glory, 
To the watchful Shepherds telling 
From the Jkies Thy natal Jlory. 
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Alleluia ! Child of Mary, 

Low the Shepherds bend before Thee ; 
Alleluia ! eajlern Monarchs 

With their coJUieJl gifts adore Thee. 
Alleluia ! Jlill unended 

Rings the Angel-note above ; 
From our Altars jweetly blending 

Echoes earth's refponjc of love. 
Alleluia ! Jhine the tapers. 

Gleams the holly's burnijhed jpray ; 
Alleluia ! chant the Credo, 

Christ, we welcome Thee to-day. 




!^e;came unto ^fsf iSDton, anli msi €)ton 
recefteli mm mu 

UT on the world, unheeded, came there 
One at midnight hour, 
A lowly Maid His Mother, and a 
Manger-Jlall His bed ; 
Out on the cold, cold winter when the Jhow lay 

on the ground, 
He came a Tender Infant to Bethlehem's humble 
Jhed. 

Out on the world, unheeded — for none knew that 

He was God, 
Save His Parents and the Shepherds and the 

Jlrangers from afar ; 



I^t tame unto 1^i& Cton, $c. 73 

Thcjc were His Jble adorers — thejc the courtiers 

of the King, 
The world jaw not the rijing of the bright and 

morning Star, 

Out on the world, forjaken, poor He comes to Jln- 

ners Jlill, 
When Jlorms are raging fiercely and 'tis night 

becauje of Jin ; 
Out on the cold, cold winter — ^to their thanklefs 

hearts He comes, 
And they turn their faces from Him and will not 

take Him in. 

Out on the world, neglefied — carelejs ChriJUans 
love Him not 

While on our Altars dwelling, veiled in Myjlery 
mojl high ; 

Unbelieving they rejeS Him — they will not own 
their Lord, 

Out on the cold, cold winter — for they pafs un- 
mindful by. 

Out on the world, forjaken — ^but the faithful take 

Him in, 
As to her Breajl did Mary on that firjl glad 

Chrijlmas night ; 
And where'er the Confecration tells of the Hidden 

God, 
They bend the knee and worjhip Him Who is the 

Light of light. 
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And every lowly bojbm which receives Him 

tenderly 
He Jlrengthens with His Prejcnce, and His Blef- 

Jing comfort brings ; 
What joy to that poor dwelling when the Lord 

of Glory comes — 
Another Bethlehem's Manger to enthrone the 

King of kings. 

Such be my heart, Lord Jesus, this blejfed Chrijl- 
mas morn ; 

Cold, cold the world unheeding, but my Guejl 
vouchjafe to be ; 

Though mean and poor the dwelling, true my 
heart's glad welcome is, 

And this my prayer unceajing — Stay Thou ever- 
more with me. 

Out on the world, forjaken — Oh, regard Thy 

Children's love — 
Our tears be Reparation for the jlights upon 

Thee thrown ; 
May the Church's great Thank/giving, this Holy 

Sacrifice, 
Avail for all the thanklejs, and for all our Jins 

atone. 

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Sing every tongue with joy ; 
He comes to dwell amongjl us, our jweet Sacra- 
mental King ; 



SL Carol for CJrittmaiS'^tfDe. 75 

Raijc up to Heaven your Anthems, let them 

join the Angcl-Jbngs, 
Telling out to every people this great and wondrous 

thing. 

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Till Death our voices hujh. 
Till we join the Church Triumphant and reach 

the Fount of Grace ; 
There no more the hidden Prejence nor Eu- 

charijlic Rite, 
But the Bridegroom's Marriage Supper and to 

fee Him Face to face. 




SL Carol for CJr(ftmaa('4(De. 

OW lift the Carol, Men and Maids, 
Now wake exultant Jinging, 
This day the Well of Life firjl jprang- 
Who Jhall declare Its fpringing ? 
It is the Birthday of our Peace ; 
Now firjl our jbrrows tajling 
That Holy One in time was born 
Who is from everlajling. 

He was not born in fuch Jweet days 

As we of yore remember ; 
It was not Junny jummer-time. 

Oh, it was bleak December : 
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But like the Sun above the fnows 
When Nature's life is lying 

Fajl bound in Winter's icy chains. 
So came He to the dying. 

He did not bring a royal train^ 

A hojl no man could number ; 
Nor lay begirt by damajk folds. 

Nor lulled by harp to Jlumber ; 
Oh, He was wrapped in fwathing bands 

Whojc Might o'erjpans the Heaven, 
And a poor trough whence oxen fed 

For His firjl rejl was given. 

But there were Shepherds at the fold 

Who heard the wondrous tiding, 
How there was joy in Heaven that night 

For Peace on earth abiding. 
They went in hajle to Bethlehem, 

And faw, and told the Jlory 
Of Christ the Lord, a Little Child, 

And Angels Jinging — Glory. 

He lies not in the Manger now — 

Far o'er the japphire portal 
At the Right Hand of Power He fits. 

Who was this day made Mortal : 
All in the highejl holiejl Place 

Where there may dwell none other. 
There our own Manhood Jits enthroned, 

There is our Elder Brother. 



SI Carol for Cfirfftmafctftte^ 77 

He has gone up into His Home— 

Will there be no returning 
Until His awful Sign is feen. 

And Heaven and earth are burning ? 
O Brother, He will come : He came 

Once in our nature Lowly ; 
But now in lowlier Wine and Bread 

We take the Everrholy. 

Lo ! He is coming ; lo ! the Bride 

Her purejl white is wearing ; 
Lo ! the twin Tapers Jhed their gleam 

The Two-fold Christ declaring ; 
And lo ! the Priejl, His Minijler, 

Stands between earth and Heaven 
To jpeak the ancient Law anew 

Before its end be given. 

The Birthday of our God and King — 

Lo ! we are called to greet Him ; 
The everlajling Bridegroom comes, 

O, go ye out to meet Him. 
This is the End of all below, 

The crown of Love's blejl Jlory ; 
Christ Jlands and knocks — O happy Souls, 

Receive the King of Glory, 
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Sin ancient I^Timn for 9^mm^ ^fiur^tiai?. 

N thofc dark hours of bitter Woe, 
When depths of Agony 
Bound Me to dujl, I bade It flow — 
My Blood, in Streams for Thee : 
I Jlood alone, My Hands were bound, 

Beneath the jcourge I jlood ; 
Prom their long furrows to the ground 
Fajl fell the Holy Blood. 

My Child, and this was all for Thee ; 
Oh, hajl Thou ever thought of Me ? 

They put on Me a Robe of /corn, 

Bade thorns My Crown to be ; 
I gladly bore it, could have borne 

More Jlill for love of thee ; 
They gave Me then the Crofs to bear, 

And many a word was /aid 
Againjl My holy Name, but ne*er — 

Love from My Heart ne*er fled. 

Behold Me lifted up on high 

Praying midjl all My Woe, 
With parched Lip and clojing Eye, 

My Pather for each foe. 
And then, with Heart-wrung Wail and Groan — 

My God, My God — I /aid ; 
It /eemed that I was left alone 

And My true Comfort fled. 



The Gentile's fpear hath pierced My Side ; 

Lo ! from My Heart within 
Water and Blood, a priceless Tide, 

Flow forth to cleanje from Jin. 
Have I left any thing undone 

So thou by it might'Jl be 
Brought back, My lojl, My loved One ? 

Have I not died for thee ? 

For Thee I was content to die. 

To jhame and anguijh moved ; 
And now upon My Throne on high 

I love as then I loved ; 
To thee My Flesh and Blood are given — 

The pure Soul's myjlic Food — 
And thou Jhalt be with Me in Heaven 

When thou hajl pajQfed Death's flood. 
My Child, and this was all for Thee ; 
Oh, hajl thou ever thought of Me ? 



t^ere, flD mp Hortt, 3| fee ^fiee iFace to face. 

ERE, O my Lord, I fee Thee Face to 
face; 
Here would I touch and handle Things 
unjeen ; 

Here grafp with firmer hand th' eternal Grace, 
And all my wearinejs upon Thee lean. 
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Here would I feed upon the Bread of God, 
Here drink with Thee the royal Wine of Heaven ; 

Here would I lay ajide each earthly load, 
Here tajle afrejh the calm of Jin forgiven. 

This is the hour of banquet and of fong ; 

This is the Heavenly Table fpread for me ; 
Here let me feajl, and feajling Jlill prolong 

The brief bright hour of fellowjhip with Thee. 

I have no help but Thine ; nor do I need 
Another arm Jave Thine to lean upon : 

It is enough, my Lord, enough, indeed ; 

My Jlrength is in Thy Might, Thy Might alone. 

I have no wifdom, Jave in Him Who is 

My Wifdom and my Teacher, both in One ; 

No wifdom can I lack while Thou art wife. 
No teaching do I crave, fave Thine alone. 

Mine is the fm, but Thine the Righteoufnefs ; 
Mine is the guilt, but Thine the Cleanjlng 
Blood ; 
Here is my Robe, my Refuge and my Peace ; 
Thy Blood, Thy Righteoufnefs, O Lord my 
God. 

I know that deadly evils compafs me, 

Dark perils threaten, yet I would not fear. 

Nor poorly Jhrink, nor feebly turn to flee ; 

Thou, O my Christ, art Buckler, Word and 
Spear. 



(Eatter CelefiratCon of l^ol? 9^^fttvitfi. 8 1 

But fee ! the Pillar-cloud is rijing now 

And moving onward through the defert-night ; 

It beckons and I follow, for I know 
It leads me to the Heritage of Light. 

Feajl after Feajl thus comes and pajjes by, 
Yet, paJOiing, points to the glad Feajl above, 

Giving jwcet foretajle of the fejlal Joy, 

The Lamb's great bridal Feajl of Blijs and Love. 

(Catter Celefiratfon of l^olp a^ptterttsf. 

HOU that on the flrjl of Eajlers 

Cam'Jl rejplendcnt from the Tomb, 
Leaving all Thy linen Cerements 
Folded in the Cavern's gloom, 
Come with Thine * All hail' to greet us, 

Come our Pajchal joy to be ; 
Let our Altar clad in brightness 
Yield a Throne of white for Thee. 

This Jhall crown the Queen of Sundays ; 

Grant but this — our cup runs o'er ; 
H3rmns that welcomed in Thine Eajler 

Made us long for this the more : 
All the Pajchal Alleluias 

Craved to Jee the Lamb appear ; 
Come the hour when Faith Jhall tell us — 

He is rijen, and He is here. 

G 
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Thou Whofc AU-tranfcendent Manhood 

Knew not aught of bonds impojedy 
Rijing ere the Jlone was lifted, 

PajQiing where the doors were dojed, 
Prc/cnt here in very Ejfence 

Is there aught too hard for Thee ? 
Fill us with Thy Light and Sweetnefs, 

From our darknejs make us free. 

Agnus Dei ! we are guilty ; 

Panis ViT-ffi ! we are faint ; 
But Thou didjl not rife at Eajler 

To be deaf to our complaint ; 
Come ! oh, come to cleanje and feed us. 

Breathing Peace and kindling Love, 
Till Thy Pafchal BleJOTmgs bear us 

To the Feajl of feajls above. 



Sib 1Sleg;fa0 Slsni 9Ddpe0. 




T the Lamb's high Feajl we Jing 
Praife to our viSorious King, 
Who hath wajhed us in the tide 
Flowing from His pierced Side. 



Praife we Him Whoje Love Divine 
Gives His Sacred Blood for Wine, 
Gives His Body for the Feajl, 
Christ the ViSim, Christ the Priejl. 



%^uvftbail before Catter* 83 

Where the Pafchal Blood is poured, 
Death's dark Angel Jheathes his fword ; 
IfracPs hojls triumphant go 
Through the wave that drowns the foe. 

Praife we Christ Whofe Blood was Jhcd, 
Pafchal ViSim, Pafchal Bread ; 
With Jincerity and love 
Eat we Manna from above. 

Mighty ViSim from the Jky, 
Hell's fierce powers beneath Thee lie ; 
Thou hajl conquered in the fight ; 
Thou hajl brought us Life and Light : 

Now no more can death appal, 
Now no more the grave enthral ; 
Thou hajl opened Paradife, 
And in Thee Thy Saints Jhall rife. 

Eajler triumph, Eajler joy. 
Sin alone can this dejlroy ; 
From Sin's power do Thou Jet free 
Souls new-born, O Lord, in Thee. 



^fiur0tia? before (CaSer^ 

HIS is My Body, take and eat. 

Drink ye this Cup full mixed and red ; 
To you indeed My Flesh is Meat, 
Tobring you Life My Blood is jhed. 
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I ajk not, Lord, the Myjlery hidden 
Beneath thofe Words fo dark and deep ; 

I would but do as Thou hajl bidden. 
In Jimple faith Thy Mandate keep. 

The Bread I eat, the Cup I drink — 
I know Thee prejent and adore : 

I look into myjelf and Jhrink — 
I look to Thee and want no m ore. 

Though veiled to Jlght, in faith I fee 
Beneath thofe jacred Signs Divine 

My nature, renovate and free. 
In myjlic Union joined to Thine. 

And as at this tremendous hour. 

When Thou didjl meekly bow Thy Head 
To break of Sin th' accur/ed power 

And call the living from the dead, 

As at this hour Thou deign'Jl to give 
For me this Life-Jujlaining Food, 

^ay It my fainting Soul revive 

And bear jecure through death's dark flood, 



HE Myjlery of Myjleries ! 
Now let the pure in heart draw nigh 
II While every pul/c is beating high 
With love and holy fear; 




For Christ hath rifen at break of day. 
And bids us from the world away 
And hajle to meet Him here. 

The Myjlery of Myjleries ! 
The Angels and Archangels come 
On wings of Light from out their home» 

In ranks of glory wheeling ; 
Our Souls Jhall mix and blend with theirs 
In loud thank-offerings and prayers, 

Before the Altar kneeling. 

The Myjlery of Myjleries ! 
The Souls that Jlill in dimnejs dwell 
Deep in the Church invijible 

From doubt and care remote, 
They too Jhall keep the Feajl to-day, 
And to their cells though far away 

The Hymn of joy Jhall float. 

The Myjlery of Myjleries ! 
Oh, far and wide through all the earth 
Emotions of unwonted mirth 

And feeling Jlrange Jhall be ; 
And Jecret founds Jhall come and go. 
Harmonious as the throbbing flow 

Of the myjlerious Jea. 

The Myjlery of Myjleries ! 
The dead and living Jhall be one. 
And thrills of fiery tranfport run 
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With Jwcctcjl power through all ; 
For one in heart and Faith are we. 
And moulded one our Head through Thee, 

The Body Myjlical. 

The Myjlery of Myjleries ! 
From eajl to wejl the world Jhall turn, 
And Jlay its bujy feet to learn 

The mujical vibration ; 
While Saints and Angels high Jhall raife, 
In one vajl Choir, the Hymn to praije 

The Feajl of our Salvation. 




IFT up your Jongs, ye Angel-choirs, 
Lift up your heads, ye golden gates ; 
Before your jewelled portals, lo ! 
The King and Lord of Glory waits: 
His Robes are dyed with royal hues, 
A purple glow proclaims the fight ; 
Jesus has won the world to God, 

And triumphed by His Princely Might, 

Hark ! Heaven's enraptured chorus Jwells 
To welcome back th' Eternal Son ; 

While every glittering Wound Jhows forth 
At what a cojl the Jlrife was won. 
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Hail ! Jesus, our ajcended King ; 

Hail ! Son of Mary, Son of God ; 
No mind can c*cr conceive Thy State, 

No tongue can publijh it abroad. 

At God's Right Hand Thou dojl abide, 

The Sea of Glafs before Thee fpread. 
And like unto an emerald, 

The Rainbow round about Thy Head : 
Yet, wondrous thought, while Jesus there 

With God the Father intercedes. 
The Vidim in the bloodlejs Rite 

On Earth's ten thoujand Altars bleeds. 

Oft as the high myjlerious Words 

Are duly breathed o'er Bread and Wine, 
Jesus, the God Incarnate comes 

And feeks His holy Altar-Jhrine — 
A Myjlery too deep for Jpeech ; 

The Jlarry Heavens their Lord rejlore, 
And wondering Angels hover near 

While loving, trembling hearts adore. 

No longer led by Jhadowy Type 

We grope our way to Love's abode. 
The Crofs marks out the narrow path, 

Thy glorious Wounds light up the road : 
E*en now the eye of Faith upturned 

Beholds the golden Robe of Light, 
Which wrapt Thee round when on the Mount, 

Which veils Thcejlill from mortal's fight. 
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Ah ! If no outward Sign be near, 

Yet we can kneel and worjhip Thee ; 
Each Altar is a Glory-Throne 

Where Thou for love of us wilt be : 
Thus throned in Heaven and throned on earth 

We worjhip Thee, the ViSor dread : 
Thou Who the Heaven of Heavens dojl fill, 

Abide with us, O Living Bread. 




iaCcenaon €nmmixnlmi. 

ORNE on triumphal clouds 

The King of Glory /bars. 
While each tranced faithful heart below 
In wondering love adores. 

Farther and farther yet 
From wijlful gaze is drawn 
The glorious Car which bears away 
The Joy of hearts forlorn. 

Their Lord, their Life is gone ; 
The deeps of Heaven re/ume 
Their wonted calm, fcrcnely bright. 
Forbidding thoughts of gloom. 

For He will ne*er forget : 
E'en in His Glory hour 
He fends the Heavenly MeJJage down 
To comfort them with Power. 



^Ifcenaon Communfom 89 

He hath not left His Own : 
Where Faith illumes the Jlght, 
And Love the dwelling-place prepares, 
There He abides in Might. 

Return into your hearts 
And ye Jhall find Him there ; 
He hath but rijen that ye may rije 
And breathe of Heaven's pure air. 

Yea, brightening Faith Jhall jbar 
Beyond the clouds of earth, 
And hail her Lord in glorious chant 
Of Eucharijlic mirth. 

Ajcended and enthroned 
At the Right Hand above, 
He re-dejcends to dwell with men 
In His blcjl Feajl of Love. 

And even as He went. 
So Jhall He daily come 
Enfolded in myjlerious Cloud 
To make in us His Home. 

O Saviour, deanje our Souls 
To Jce and own Thee near ; 
That we with Thee may rijc and dwell 
As Thou art with us here. 
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Cie (EoCpel in tie (CuciarfS. 

O Gojpcl like this Feajl 

Spread for Thy Church by Thee ; 
Nor Prophet nor Evangelijl 
Preach the Glad-news Jo free : 
All our Redemption cojl. 

All our Redemption won ; 
All it has won for us the lojl. 
All it cojl Thee the Son ; 
Thine was the bitter Price, 

Ours is the free Gift given ; 
Thine was the Blood of Sacriiice, 
Ours is the Wine of Heaven. 

For Thee, the burning Thirjl, 

The Shame, the mortal Strife, 
The broken Heart, the Side tranfpierced ; 

To us, the Bread of Life : 
To Thee, our curje and doom 

Wrapt round Thee with our Jin, 
The horror of that mid-day gloom. 

The deeper night within : 
To us, Thy Home in Light, 

Thy * Come ! ye BleJJcd, come !* 
Thy bridal Raiment pure and white, 

Thy Father's welcome Home. 

Here we would rcjl midway 
As on a facred height, 
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That darkcjl and that brightcjl Day 

Meeting before our Jight ; 
From that dark depth of woes 

Thy Love for us hath trod, 
Up to the heights of blejl Repoje 

Thy Love prepares with God : 
Till from JclPs chains relea/ed 

One Sight alone we fee — 
Still at the Crofs as at the Peajl, 

Behold Thee, only Thee. 

%^t Cele&ratfon at (£mmm&^ 

HEY talked of Jesus as they went; 

And Jesus all unknown 
Did at their Jidc Him/elf prejcnt 
With Sweetnefs all His own. 

Swift as He oped the /acred Word 

His Glory they dijcerned ; 
And jwift as His dear Voice they heard 

Their hearts within them burned. 

He would have left them, but that they 
With prayers His Love ajfailed — 

Depart not yet ; a little Jlay — 
They prejjcd Him, and prevailed. 

And Jesus was revealed as there 
He blejfed and brake the Bread : 

But while they marked His Heavenly air. 
The Matchlejs Guest had fled. 
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And thus at times as Chrijlians talk 

Of Jesus and His Word, 
He Joins two friends amtdjl their walk 

And makes unjeen a Third. 

And oh, how fweet their conver/e flows, 
Their holy theme how clear. 

How warm with Love each bojbm glows 
If Jesus be but near. 

And they that woo His Vijits fweet 

And will not let Him go. 
Oft while His broken Bread they eat 

His Soul-felt Prefence know. 

His gathered Friends He loves to meet 
And fill with Joy their faith. 

When they with melting hearts repeat 
The Memory of His Death. 

But Jiich Jweet ViJits here are brief, 
Difpenjed from jlage to jlage 

(A cheering and a prized relief) 
Of Faith's hard pilgrimage. 

There is a Scene when Jesus ne'er, 
Ne'er leaves His happy Guejls, 

He fpreads a ceafelefs Banquet there 
And Love jlill iires their breajls. 
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&isnum €mx notiae ftt^tvlfS. 

AFE to the Haven of their rcjl, 

O blefed Crofs, thou bear'Jl the lojl. 
Sign of a Covenant new and blejl. 
Ark of a world long tempejl-tojl. 

In vain doth the Avenger raife 

With angry might his red right hand ; 

Thy JUent Power his wrath allays. 
Forgotten Jinks the iiery brand* 

Let him who writhes in agony 

Becauje the Serpent's bite was jbre 

Lift up his eyes and gaze on thee, 
And lo ! He feels the pain no more. 

Equal with God, the Holy One 

A Sacrifice upon thee lay, 
Dear Altar, whence the Blejfed Son 

His Father's Anger jbothed away. 

O holiejl, O fweetejl Crofs, 

Thou with the Precious Blood art dyed ; 
And all amended is our lojs 

Since on thy bofom Christ hath died. 
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(Sut^aviititaU 

The Real Prefence. 

KNOW that Thou art here, I know 
not how ; 
While others argue I Thy Word 
adore ; 
Body and Soul before Thee lowly bow ; 

Thy Word hath Jpoken it, I ajk no more — 
Who eateth Me, the fame Jhall live by Me — 
O Soul-Jubduing Voice, O Myjlery ; 
My whole heart thirjleth after Thee, Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

The Sacrifice of the Altar. 

That Which He offered at the Pafchal Fcajl, 
That Which He offered on the fruitful Tree, 

The once-jlain ViSim, Prophet, King and Priejl, 
Father, we offer here in Myjlery ; 

Behold the Merits which we could not win ; 

Behold His Griefs Who bore the whole world's Jin ; 

Behold, Lord God, the Face of Thine Own 
Christ 

Shown forth to Thee in Thy dread Eucharijl. 

The Communion of Saints. 
Ye Saints of God, Sweet Jesus* Body glorious. 

From Abel to the babe baptized but now. 
Ye that in Paradife take rejl victorious. 

Ye that on earth beneath the Crojs Jlill bow. 
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Yc lightnlng-vijkged Hojls Angelical, 
Here at this Holy Feajl I meet you all ; 
Heaven and earth are one in Thee, Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Sacramental Ltkenefs. 

They grow alike who dwell in love together ; 

And gentle holinefs doth tame and fajhion 
Tenderly, as the influence of calm weather, 

The vagrant heart which owns no law but paJ[jion ; 
And jlnce for Thy dear Likenejs, Lord, I yearn, 
And wandering ever, once again return 
To dwell in Thee and Thou in me. Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Penitence In Communion. 

Deep penitence was hers, who bathed Thy Feet 
In tears that welled from out a broken heart ; 
High was her lot, when Thou didjl make her meet 

In quiet love to choofe the better part ; 
More blejl when Jhe, unjparing and deep-loving. 
Did what Jhe could and heard Thy kind Approving : 
So let me gather Grace on Grace, Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

TT)e Bujinefs of Life. 

To tread the way Thy holy Feet have trod, 
To keep that flinty path and never Jlray, 

To live the hidden Life with Thee in God, 
To bear the Crofs with cheerful heart alway, 
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Learning to live that I may know to die, 
And wait in hope Thy coming Majejly, 
This, this is what Thou willejl, O Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

The Will of God. 

Thy Will be mine ; for nothing will I long ; 

Thy perfeS Will Jhall be my only care ; 
Give as Thou wilt, pain, jicknejs, grief or wrong. 

Chill failure, or juccejs more hard to bear : 
But grant that Jaturate with Grace Divine, 
My heart may beat in harmony with Thine ; 
For Thou, O GoD,art Very Man, Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Supplication at the Altar. 

AJk and it Jhall be given unto you. 

More than ye think and better than ye ajk : 
Seek, ye Jhall find that I am Jujl and True ; 

My powerful Love ye cannot overtajk : 
Knock and it Jhall be opened. — Lord, I knock, 
I Jeek, I aJk ; do Thou Thy Store unlock ; 
For here Thy Store is riche^, O Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Drynefs before Reception. 

A weary body and an o*er-wrought brain. 
No wijh to long for Thee, no heart to love. 

In hard, dull apathy, a painlejs pain, 

Yet will I come and Thy deep Mercy prove : 
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For not In plajlic feelings of the mind 
Celejlial Comfort mujl I jcek and find ; 
But in true Prejence Thou art here, Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Sorrowing yet rejoicing. 

So many dijappointments, woes and cares, 

Fightings without, mifgiving fears within, 
Heart-dejblating joys, bewildering jhares. 

So great a daily load of unknown jin. 
So wearily goes the world, fo heavily. 
That it were better could I ceafe to be — 
Yea, but for Union unto Thee, Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Sacramental Reception, 

A rujhing jbund as of a mighty Wind 

Came down from Heaven, and cloven Tongues 
of Flame 
On every faithful brow their place did fliid : 

Not fo He Cometh now ; yet aye the Same, 
With jbft low Breathings on the inmojl heart 
His unfeen Fire of Love He doth impart. 
But chiefly at Thine Altar, O Lord Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Awakening to Realities. 

I gazed on phantom Jhows and called them good, 
Dulling mine eyes with empty wearinejs ; 

H 
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I ate the hufks of Jin and thought it food. 

Till my poor cheated Soul fank down in dreari- 
nefs; 
GoD*s Grace awoke me ; and I cried aloud — 
Ohy fill my hungry Soul ; jcatter this cloud ; 
There is no Light, nor Food but Thou, Lord 

Christ, 
Therefore I live for Thy dread Eucharijl. 

Thirjifor Christ. 

Not through mere Jhrinking from the griefs of Hell, 
The worm that dies not and the quenchlefs fire, 

Not through mere longing evermore to dwell 
Among the radiant Hojls of Heaven's Choir, 

(For Heaven were Hell if Thou Thy Face Jhouldjl 
hide. 

And Hell were Heaven if Thou Jhouldjl there 
abide :) 

Thyjelf, Thyjelf I long for, O Lord Christ, 

Therefore I come to Thy dread EuchariJL 

Union with Christ, 

Thou art ajcended : we may touch Thee now 
By holy Faith which dwells in things above. 
By holy Hope enduring things below. 

By Love, outjlripping both, repentant Love ; 
Yea, and by this combining all in One, 
Faith, Hope and Love in vajl Communion, 
This more than Heavenly Teaching, O Lord 

Christ, 
This Gift of Gifts, Thy glorious Eucharijl. 
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Sin %^ins& are reatijf. 

NTO this holy Fane, 

The Palace of our King, 
We come to keep the Feajl again 
And thankful Offerings bring. 

We come with Jhoelefs feet 
To tread the hallowed ground, 
And looking towards the Mercy-feat 
Accepted would be found. 

Behold ! the great High Priejl 
Invites us to draw near ; 
And God, through Him, unto the leajl 
Lends a propitious ear. 

With hope no lejs than awe 
We venture to the Throne; 
Our Surety hath fulfilled the Law, 
Nor Jujlice reigns alone. 

As out of darknejs Light 
Shone forth at His Behejl, 
His glorious Grace in deeper night 
By Jesus is exprejl. 

Arife, O Church, and Jhine, 
For, lo ! thy Light is come : 
The Sun of Righteoujhejs Divine 
Will fcatter all thy gloom. 
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%^msb all mm jfaftfi l^ati bantfldeti^ 

HOUGH all men Faith had banijhcd. 
Still true rd prove to Thee, 
That gratitude quite vanijhed 
From earth might never be. 
For me hajl Thou borne Sorrow, 

For me Death*s bitter fmart ; 
Then gladly would I offer up 
To Thee one conjlant heart. 

That Thy dear Life Jhould perijh 

My burning tears deplore, 
While many Thou wouldjl cherijh 

Forget Thee evermore. 
Only by Love's compuljion 

So greatly hajl Thou done. 
Yet art Thou pajfed from earth away 

And no one thinks thereon. 

With true Love filled, unjhaken. 

Thou Jlandejl each bejide ; 
E'en though by all forjaken, 

Faithful dojl Thou abide. 
The truejl Love mujl vanquijh. 

Its power at lajl complete 
Melu the jlrong heart and childlike clings 

SubmiJJive at Thy Feet. 



9^tlt^Kath lot 

Thcc have I found — O never 

Leave me forlorn again ! 
Bound up in Thee for ever 

Let my whole Soul remain. 
My Brethren, too, Thy Glory 

Might they but once behold. 
Soon would they turn and joyful Jeek 

Thy Love's protecting Fold. 

ITHED with Spoils from battle's wreck, 
Who art thou, Melchijcdek ? 
BlejDing as the mighty blejs/ 
King of Peace and Righteoujhejs, 

BlejDing him within whoje breajl 

Lies the Promife of all blejl. 

Faithful warriors to prepare 

Went not, Christ, Thy Spirit there ? 

By Thy Feajl of Wine and Bread 
With the rejcued from the dead, 
By Thy Priejlhood all Divine 
Sprung from no ancejlral line. 
Pure as God, as Manhood mild. 
Holy, Harmlejs, Undeflled, 
Saved, Thyfelf, as Sons that fear. 
Son of Man ! I fee Thee near, 

Pricjl for ever made for me, 
Jesus ! let me pray with Thee ; 
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With Thy jympathijing Brow 
Meet me, feajl me, blejs me now ; 
Son, Thyfelf Obedience taught, 
God, with all our jbrrows fraught. 
Touched with Prayer's unuttered groan 
In the Garden, on the Throne. 



EecDlamu0 Cacram Coenam^ 

HRIST fits at His own Board ; 
The Brethren twelve receive 
The Gift of Gladnefs ; O my heart, 
Call up the jblemn Eve. 

He is our Maker, He 

Died on the Crojs for us ; 
O let us keep the memory 

Of His Lajl Supper thus : 

He was about to leave 

The world and pajs away 
Unto the Father ; when He gave 

What He will give this day. 

He ate the Pajchal Lamb ; 

He kept unto the lajl 
The Law He ijjued ! while He ate 

That Law's Jlern letter paJQfed. 

Into His facred Hands 
He took the Holy Bread ; 
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He brake ; He blejjed each Fragment ; then 
Unto His Brethren /aid— 

Now take and eat ye This, 

This is My Body given, 
This is the Life laid down for you, 

This the New Law of Heaven, 

And drink ye of This Cup; 

Oft as ye drink of Me, 
I will ye do this I have done 

Unto My Memory, 

He /pake ; before them all 

Still PerfeS Man He Jlood, 
Though what He ate and drank He named 

His Very Flesh and Blood. 

He gave unto the Twelve 

(Not to His Manhood's lofs, 
Not to Its outward change) the Gift, 

Fruit of the bitter Crofs. 

And ever Jince that Day 

(Who may the Wonder tell ?) 
The Faithful eat of Christ, yet He 

Abides Unchangeable, 

Whoever eats and drinks 

Aright Jhall perijh never ; 
Whoever eats and drinks amijs 

Shall dwell in death for ever. 
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So let him deanje his Soul 

Who wills what Jesus jaith 
A BleJOfed and an Awful Thing 

Set unto Life or Death. 

O Living Bread, O Life, 

O Holy Jesus Christ, 
Who art the jame in Heaven though Thou 

On earth art jacrificed ; 

Who in this lower world 

Dojl feed the pure in heart, 
O grant us at the lajl to be 

In Glory where Thou art. 



%^t Ci^rtafan SLltav^ 

REMBLING we know that Thou, O 

Lord, 
11. Dojl know us through all thought and 
word ; 

But Jhed o'er all Thy Blood we fee. 
So gladly hail our Christ in Thee. 

Thus finding, as we have been found. 
Thy fejlivc Table we furround ; 
In Thee contained, in Thee combined. 
Bring Thee one Offering and one mind. 

Thou Bread of Life, upon Thy Tongue 
When famijhed thoujands dojely hung. 
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Didjl make the fainting body whole 
Come ! jlrengthen and refrejh our Soul. 

Thou when the bridal wine ran dry 

A draught far richer didJl jupply. 

With real fulnejs of that hour, 

Come ! cheer our Souls, Thy Blood outpour. 

So bid us from Thy Board depart 
With all Thy Prejence in our heart, 
And bear It far into the night 
Of world and Jin, Thy Lamp of Light. 

C^rftt m in Sill 

AY ! art thou wounded, feeble, weak ? 

In J^sus thy Phyjician Jeek ; 

Does fever Jlrike or parching thirjl ? 

He is thy Fountain, bejl and flrjl ; 
Or art thou bowed beneath Jin*s load ? 
He is thy Jujlice — fly to God ; 
Does Soul or body jicknejs thrall ? 
He is the Health of both and all; 

Lijl ye for help ? Be not afraid, 
He is thy near and ready Aid ; 
Does Death affright thee drawing near ? 
He is thy Life, and wherefore fear ? 
Long you for Heaven's eternal Day ? 
Walk boldly on, He is the Way ; 
He is thine Aid, His Life was given 
To ope for thee the gates of Heaven. 
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If thou wouldjl fly the mijls of night 
The Sun of Jujlice is thy Light ; 
He bids the tongue-tied Spirit fpeak, 
Unties it in ConfeJdion meek : 
Or Jcek ye Food ? He gives thee Bread ; 
Thou art by Heavenly Manna fed : 
O Hidden God, what harm can fall ? 
He gives Himjelf, He gives thee All. 

(CrlaSen ift tier &untien &etiulQ^ 

OOSED are the bands thy Soul which 
chained. 
My Father's Love and Grace re- 
gained — 

Such are the Words by which to-day 
My Saviour chafed my grief away. 

'Tis even fo ; His Death and Pain 
GoD*s Favour have rejlored again ; 
For me my highejl Good is won, 
The work of Grace is fully done. 

Here Righteoufnejs and Peace abound. 
The fejlal Robe I here have found 
Which, covering all my guilt and Jin, 
Has made my Soul at peace within. 

This Christ hath wrought, my BleJJed Lord, 
Who feeds me at His gracious Board ? 
And gladnefs fills my heart and mind 
To think that pardon here I find. 
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Into my Father's Prcfcncc dread 
No longer now I fear to tread ; 
The Son's Atoning Blood alone 
Gives accejs to the Father's Throne. 

He now regards me as His Child, 
Since I through Christ am reconciled ; 
And wajhed in Blood from Jesus* Side, 
Heaven's gate to me is opened wide. 

Thy Holy Spirit, Christ, impart, 
Work true repentance in my heart. 
And e'en from Jin's remotejl brink 
With deep abhorrence make me Jhrink ; 

That Jo I may not fall again 
By Jlnning into Satan's chain. 
Nor throw my Father's Grace away 
By going any more ajlray. 

So Jhall I die at peace with Thee, 
From Jin and Jlnner's doom Jet free. 
And evermore when Time has ceajed 
Sit down at Christ's Own Marriage Feajl. 



&anttU itnitty Corpu0 €^vi^l Cumtte. 

RAW nigh and take the Body of the 

Lord, 
And drink the Holy Blood for you 
outpoured. 
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Saved by that Body, hallowed by that Blood, 
Whereby refrejhed we render thanks to God. 

Salvation's Giver, Christ the Only Son, 

By that His Crojs and Blood the vifiory won* 

Offered was He for greatejl and for leajl, 
Himfelf the Viftim and Himfelf the Priejl. 

ViSims were offered by the Law of old. 
That in a type Celejlial Myjleries told. 

He, Ranfomer from death and Light from Jhade, 
Giveth His holy Grace His Saints to aid. 

Approach ye then with faithful hearts Jincere 
And take the jafeguard of Salvation here. 

He that in this world rules His Saints and Jhields, 
To all believers Life eternal yields. 

With Heavenly Bread makes them that hunger 

whole. 
Gives living Waters to the thirjly Soul. 

Alpha and Omega, to Whom Jhall bow 
All nations at the Doom, is with us now. 
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&ctimuclie Hfeti o Utht &eele. 

ECK thyfclf, my Soul, with gladncjs. 
Leave the gloomy haunts of jadne/s, 
Come into the daylight's fplendour, 
There with joy thy praijes render 

Unto Him, Whofe boundlejs Grace 

Grants thee at His Peajl a place ; 

He Whom all the Heavens obey 

Deigns to dwell in thee to-day, 

Hajlen as a bride to meet Him, 
And with loving reverence greet Him 
Who with Words of Life immortal 
Now is knocking at thy portal ; 
Hajle to make for Him a way, 
Cajl thee at His Feet and fay — 
Since, O Lord, Thou com'Jl to me. 
Never will I turn from Thee. 

Ah ! how hungers all my fpirit 
For the Love I do not merit : 
Ah ! how oft with Jighs fajl thronging 
For this Food have I been longing : 
How have thirjlcd in the Jlrife 
For this Draught, O Prince of Life, 
Wijhed, O Friend of man, to be 
Ever one with God through Thee. 
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Here I Jink before Thee lowly, 
Filled with Joy mojl deep and holy. 
As with trembling awe and wonder 
On Thy mighty Works I ponder. 
On this Banquet's myjlery, 
On the depths we cannot fee ; 
Far beyond all mortal Jight 
Lie the Jecrets of Thy Might. 

Sun, Who all my life dojl brighten. 
Light, Who dojl my Soul enlighten, 
Joy, the fwcetcjl man e*er knoweth, 
Fount, whence all my being floweth. 
Here I fall before Thy Feet, 
Grant me worthily to eat 
Of this blejfed Heavenly Food, 
To Thy prai/e and to my good. 

Jesus, Bread of Life from Heaven, 
Never be Thou vainly given. 
Nor I to my hurt invited ; 
Be Thy Love with love requited ; 
Let me learn its depths indeed 
While on Thee my Soul doth feed ; 
Let me here Jo richly blejl 
Be hereafter too Thy Guejl. 



Ill 
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Our SDafl^ Breao. 

ND docs the Ruler of the Jky 
Upon our lowly Altars lie ? 
Can He Who fills all time and Jpace 
Receive an earthly dwelling place ? 

While Angels in amaze profound 
The awful Myjlery Jurround, 
O carelefs men, why hajle not ye 
Before your Lord to bend the knee ? 

Who, though His Glory Jhines above. 
On earth more wondrous in His Love, 
On earth for us He toiled and bled 
And gives Himjelf, our Daily Bread. 

O BLOOD-bought Souls ! for you He died ; 
He feeds you from His bleeding Side ; 
Why melt ye not and Jcek relief 
In tears of joy, or tears of grief ? 

Let earth and Jin and all depart. 

For Thou, O God, hajl touched my heart ; 

Oh, let it then for ever be 

A garden jealed to all but Thee. 
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SI slorfoud &acrffice f0 lere. 

GLORIOUS Sacrifice is here. 

For now, mojl wondrous height of 
Grace, 
We bring our Lord andSAViouR Dear, 
Thou Lord of Lords, before Thy Face. 

We plead that one fole Sacrifice 

Which merit in Thine Eyes could win ; 

We count once more the cojlly Price 
He paid before He entered in. 

Beneath His Mantle rejl would we ; 

His Death and PajQiion forth we Jet, 
And yield, Memorial-wije, to Thee 

Himjelf. O Jpare us jinners yet ! 

O cleanfe our hearts. Almighty Lord, 

That we not all-unworthy prove 
To kneel around the Saviour's Board, 

And feek and find Himjelf by love. 
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TBreai of ^^eaften, on %^zz 3 feeli^ 

READ of Heaven, on Thee I feed, 
For Thy Flesh is Meat indeed ; 
Ever may my Soul be fed 
With this True and Living Bread, 
Day by day with Jlrength Jupplied 
Through the Life of Him who died. 

Vine of Heaven, Thy Blood jupplies 
This blejl Cup of Sacrifice ; 
*Tis Thy Wounds my healing give ; 
To Thy Crojs I look and live : 
Thou my Life, oh, let me be 
Grafted, rooted, built in Thee. 



CJe fetieltec^Ctee of %ltz. 

AIL ! Javing Crofs, hail ! facred Sign, 
More precious this than gold approved 
By threefold fire or brightejl gem : 



Here at thy foot I would recline, 

Mojl fure by this how God has loved 
The Catholic Jerujalem. 

Here would I lay my weary thought. 
Too weary long, too long opprejl 
Beneath the weight of Jinful load : 
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Here woald I feek repoje, long fought 
But fought in vain, in the unrejl 
And tumult of deJlru3ion's road. 

Here 'neath the Shelter-Tree of Life 
Is refuge from the pelting bl^Jl 
And jhadow from the heat of day : 

Here from the burthen, jar and jlrife 
Of empty trifles pajQiingy pajl. 
Here would I rejl alway. 

The troubled heart finds here repofe, 
And here the angry pajQiions lull. 
The jenjual appetite is checked. 

And here increafe of Love Jlill grows 
More pure, till its fruition full 
Undouds the opening intelle£{. 

Hail ! Javing Crofs, hail ! Javing Sign, 
What gems of earth may countervail 

That jburce of Love, that jpring of Faith : 

O wondrous depth of Love Divine, 
Once and again the Crojs I hail, 
Our only Hope in life and death. 
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E cometh — on yon hallowed Board 
The ready Fcajl doth duly Jhow, 
Where wait the Chalice and the Bread 
Like gems within their veil of Jhow. 

He cometh — as He came of old 
Suddenly to His Father's Shrine, 

Into the hearts He died to make 

Meet temples for His Grace Divine. 

He cometh — as the Bridegroom comes 
Unto the Feajl Himjelf has jpread ; 

His Flesh and Blood the Heavenly Food 
Wherewith the wedding Guejls are fed. 

He cometh — gentle as the dew 
And fweet as drops of honey clear, 

And good as God's Own Manna-Jhower 
To longing Souls that meet Him here. 

He cometh — let not one withdraw, 

Nor fear to bring repented Jin ; 
There's Blood to wajh, there's Bread to feed. 

And Christ Himjelf to enter in. 

He cometh — praifes in the Church 

And Hymns of praijc in Heaven above. 

And in our hearts repentant faith 

And love that Jprings to meet His Love. 
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OOD Pricjl, where art thou hid from 
human eyes 
In calm Repoje, 
Haply to tread the marble-Jhining fkies 
After life's woes ; 
Where God's Own Prejence hath His People blejl, 
Himjelf their happy Guerdon and their Rejl. 

Thojc Virtues in whofe Jleps thou here didjl toil 

And Jlrive to go 
Are not put off with this thy flejhly coil 

And left below ; 

They now are turned to rays of Light Divine 

And glorious Crowns, which on thy temples 
Jhine. 

And they for whom thou toiledjl in fecond birth 

With many a Jigh 
Are with thee, like thy children, fled from earth 

And through the Jky 
They Jhare thy viSory the blejl Choirs among, 
And lift with thee the new myjlerious Song. 

Thou here below, dim-veiled from earthly eyes 

In jhadows dread, 
DidJl offer up th' Unbloody Sacrifice 

On Christ to feed ; 
He now Himjelf, with Unveiled Deity, 
Of Spirits Immortal the Repajl jhall be. 
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And as a daily Sacrifice may we 

Be lifted up 
Bearing our daily Crofs, and Jhare with thee 

Thy Majler's Cup : 
We prejsy like Jhipwrecked Jailors on the wave. 
To Shores where Christ doth Jlretch His Arms 
to Jave. 



Milt ^|Du not remember me^ 

REE of Life ! that, in the defert 
Fajling, became Angels' food 
For thoje Souls which from the Garden 
Dijbbedience did exclude ; 
Oh, if in Thine hour of wcaknejs 

I my hidden Jlrength can fee. 
When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom 
Wilt Thou not remember me ? 

Crowned with thorns, arrayed in -purple, 

my Saviour, how Divine 

Art Thou in Thy Robe of meeknefs 
With that bleeding Brow of Thine. 

Oh, if through the Jcorn of others 
My poor heart can loyal be. 

When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom 
Wilt Thou not remember me ? 

Saviour ! when the world in/ults me 

1 to Thee will turn injlead, 
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Sec the mockers Jpit upon Thee, 

Take the reed and Jmitc Thy Head; 

Oh, if then my Soul ajhamcd 
For Thy Jake can gentle be, 

When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom 
Wilt Thou not remember me ? 

Christ ! the Rock from whence for thou/ands 

Once the healing Waters burjl, 
Now my wounded. Dying Saviour 

Crying with parched Lips — I thirjl : 
Oh, if I through faith can only 

Find my frejhejl jprings in Thee, 
When Thou comejl to Thy Kingdom 

Wilt Thou not remember mc ? 



%l)z %v\xt Wiint. 

HEN Ijrael lay in Kadejh where 
Parangs wilds expand. 
Into the north twelve mighty men 
were Jcnt to fpy the Land ; 
Each Tribe gave in its kingliejl before the hojls of 

light 
Roje up all in Jehovah's Name to fpoil the 
Amorite. 

Down in the fertile valley where Ejhcol's waters 

roll 
They felled the lordly Cedar-tree and wrought it 

to a pole, 
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And then they turned them Jbuth again and bare 

to IJrael's line 
The flrjl-fruits of the gift of God, the firjl-ripe of 

the Vine. 

And what to us (the World exclaims) that Vine- 
branch borne of two ? 

O fools and blinded ! is it not a figure of the 
True? 

It is the Jum of all things ; yea, that deed of pre- 
jcience done 

Speaks of two Dijpenfations and the Gift that 
made them one. 

They who were Grace-expefiant, they who lived 

and died in Grace — 
They who Jaw Christ far off, and they who fee, 

though veiled, His Face — 
Thoje went before ; theje follow : they are all 

one Brotherhood, 
And in the midjl the True Vine hangs upon the 

holy Rood. 

O Tree of Life ! O Vine of God ! Thou art amid 

us now ; 
The Bread we break, the Wine we blejs, are they 

not very Thou ? 
Veiled in His Creatures comes our God ; He 

comes Who dwells above. 
The altogether Lovely and the Fount and Life 

of Love. 
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O come, yc heavy-laden, and henceforth rejlful be ; 
O come, your weary weight of Jin long jince was 

laid on Me — 
This is Thy Call, O Merciful ; to all who will is 

given 
To eat Supernal Bread and drink the Myjlic Wine 

of Heaven. 

Ah, in our bojbm's Hebron the Son of Anak dwells 
*Mid pride-built walls, embattled towers and 

Heaven-high citadels ; 
More faithlejs than the faithlefs ten we will not 

break that Jway ; 
We think to win the pleajant Land but not the 

Crojs's way. 

Oh firjl with Grace preparing, then with Gift no 

tongue can Jhow, 
Lion of Judah, vijit us ; true Jojhua, fmite our foe ; 
Come from Thy Altar to our hearts, our Health, 

our Pood to be ; 
Andcajl imaginations down and jubjefi all to Thee. 

Then not alone the Fathers Thy Prejencc Jhall 
bring nigh : 

Angels, Archangels Jing with us, and all Heaven's 
Company ; 

And now, what reck we ills to come ? They can- 
not mar our rejl ; 

Our Love is ours and we are His ; we want not; 
we are blejl. 
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AIL ! holy Wounds of Jesus, hail ! 

Sweet Pledges of the Javing Rood 
Whence flow the Streams that never 
fail, 
The purple Streams of His Dear Blood. 

Brighter than brightejl Jlars ye Jhow, 
Than Jweetejl rofe your Jcent more rare, 

No Indian gem may match your glow. 
No honey's tajle with yours compare. 

Portals ye are to that dear Home 

Wherein our wearied Souls may hide. 

Whereto no angry foe can come. 
The Heart of Jesus crucified. 

What countlejs Jlripes our Jesus bore, 

All naked left in Pilate's hall ; 
What copious floods of purple Gore 

Through rents in His torn Garments fall. 

His beauteous Brow, oh, jhame and grief. 
By the Jharp thorny Crown is riven ; 

Through Hands and Feet, without relief, 
The cruel nails are rudely driven. 

But when for our poor Jakes He died 
A willing Priejl by Love Jubdued, 

The Jbldier's lance transfixed His Side, 
Forth flowed the Water and the Blood. 
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That bitter Torment he endured 
Full Ranfom for our Souls to give, 

Till from His racking Frame was poured 
Each Drop of Blood that we might live. 

Come ! bathe you in that healing Flood 
All ye who mourn by guilt opprcjl, 

Your only hope is Jesus' Blood, 
His Jacred Heart your only rejl. 



AIL ! Sinlefs Jesu, Saviour Mild ! 

Conceived amidjl a fallen Race 
Immaculate and UndeiUed, 

Pure River, Fountain of all Grace. 

God would not that the blight of Jin 
Should on His Own Beloved rejl, 

That taint of Earth Jhould enter in 
To dim Thy Beauty, Saviour Blejl. 

The Powers of Hell can never boajl 

That once they held Thee in their chain ; 

Nor Satan's pride, with all his hojl, 
Upbraid Thee with the Jinner's Jlain. 

No ! cloudle/s didjl Thou rife, Bright Sun, 
Dijpelling all the Soul's dread fears ; 

Nor mijl, nor jhadow ere might come 
To dim Thy bright eternal Years. 
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Incarnate Son, our Staff, our Life, 
Anointed Thou, God's chofen Seed, 

Our Souls rejlrain from envy's Jlrifc 
Who on Thy Sacred Body feed. 

Fount of all Good, Love's primal Birth, 

Firjl Promije of a fallen Race, 
How can we utter half Thy Worth ? 

How tell the fulnejs of Thy Grace ? 

Sweet Lily, Rofe without a thorn, 

Sole Refuge in our mijery. 
To Thee we Jigh ; to Thee, forlorn. 

In this Jad Vale of tears we cry : 

When trials come then hold us fajl ; 

From Hell's ajflfaults prejerve us free ; 
And, Jesus, when life's day is pajl. 

Oh, grant that we may rejl with Thee. 
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ONEY in the Lion's mouth, 
Emblem myjlical. Divine, 
How the Jweet and Jlrong combine ; 
Cloven Rock for Ifrael's drouth ; 
Treajure-houje of golden grain, 
By our Jojeph laid in Jlore 
In His brethren's famine Jbrc 
Freely to dijpenje again ; 
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Devon Gideon's Jhowy fleece; 

Well from bitter changed to jweet ; 

Shewbread laid in order meet ; 
Bread whoje cojl doth ne'er increaje 

Though no rain in April fall ; 
Horeb's Manna freely given, 
Showered in white dew from Heaven, 

Marvellous, Angelical ; 
Weightiejl Bunch of Canaan's Vine ; 

Cake to Jtrengthen and jujlain 

Through long days of dejert pain; 
Salem's Monarch's Bread and Wine :— 

Thou the Antidote Jhall be 
Of my jlcknejs and my Jin, 
Conjblation, Medicine, 

Life and Sacrament to mc. 



PART III. 

Ctie Contectation. 

THE SACRIFICIAL PORTION OF 
THE DIVINE OFFICE. 

Haulia, &fon, ^aliiatocem* 

JAUD! O Sion, thy Salvation, 
Laud! with Hymns of exultation, 
Christ thy King and Shepherd 
true; 
Bring Him all the praije thou 
knowejl ; 
He Is more than thou bejtoweji ; 
Never canjl thou reach His Due. 

Special theme for glad thankjgiving 
Is the Living and Life-giving 

Bread, to-day before thee Jet ; 
From His Hands of old partaken 
As we know by faith unjhaken, 

Where the Twelve at Supper met. 
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Full and clear ring out thy chanting, 
Joy nor Jwcctejl grace be wanting ; 

From thy heart let praifes burjl : 
For to-day the Feajl is holden 
When the Injlitution olden 

Of that Supper is rehearjed. 

Here the new Law's new Oblation 
By the new King's Revelation 

Ends the ancient Pajchal Rite ; 
Now the New the old effaces. 
Truth away the Jhadow chafes, 

Morn dijpels the gloom of night. 

What He did at Supper jeated 
Christ ordained to be repeated, 

His Memorial ne'er to ceaje ; 
And His Rule for guidance taking 
Bread and Wine we hallow, making 

Thus our Sacrifice of Peace. 

Wondrous truth by Chrijlians learned, 
Bread into His Flesh is turned, 

Into Precious Blood the Wine ; 
Sight hath failed nor thought conceiveth. 
But a dauntlefs faith believeth 

Rejling on a Power Divine. 

Under diverfe Forms exijling. 
Signs of earthly things conjijling. 

Things of priceless Worth are veiled : 
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Blood for drinking, Flesh for eating, 
Christ Himjelfy the Faithful meeting 
Wholly Prejcnt there is hailed* 

Whofo of this Food partaketh 
Rendeth not the Lord nor breaketh ; 

Christ is Whole to all that tajle : 
Thoujands are, as one, receivers ; 
One, as thoujands of believers. 

Eats of Him Who cannot wajle. 

Bad and good the Feajl are Jharing : 
But what different dooms preparing, 

Endlefs Death or endlejs Life : 
Life to theje, to thoje damnation ; 
See how like participation 

Is with unlike ijQfues rife. 

When the Sacrament is broken, 
Doubt not but believe 'tis jpoken. 
That each fevered outward Token 

Doth the very Whole contain : 
Nought the precious Gift divideth, 
Breaking but the Sign betideth, 
Jesus Jlill the Jame abideth, 

Still Unbroken doth remain. 

Lo ! the Angels' Food defcending, 
Given to Pilgrims homeward wending ; 
Bread the Children's Jleps attending. 
Which on dogs may not be fpent : 
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Sec the Truth Its Types fulfilling, 
IJaac bound, a Vifiim willing ; 
Pafchal Lamb its Life-Blood /pilling ; 
Manna to the Fathers jent. 

Very Bread, Good Shepherd, tend us, 
Jesu, of Thy Love befriend us ; 
Thou refrejh us. Thou defend us. 
Thine eternal Goodnejs jend us 

In the Land of Life to fee : 
Thou Who all things canjl and knowejl, 
Who on earth fuch Food bejlowejl. 
Grant us with Thy Saints though lowejl. 
Where the Heavenly Feajl Thou Jhowejl, 

Fellow Heirs and Guejls to be. 

BREAD of Heaven, beneath this Veil 

Thou dojl my Very God conceal ; 
My Jesus, dearejl Treafure, hall ! 
I love Thee and adoring kneel : 
The loving Soul by Thee is fed 
With Thy Own Self in Form of Bread. 

Food of Life, Thou Who dojl give 
The Pledge of Immortality ; 

1 live — no, 'tis not I that live, 

God gives me Life, God lives in me : 
He feeds my Soul, He guides my ways 
And every grief with joy repays. 




Bond of Love, that dojl unite 
The fcrvant to his Loving Lord, 

Could I dare live and not requite 

Such love, then death were meet reward : 

1 cannot live, unlejs to prove 

Some love for juch unmeafured Love, 

O mighty Fire, Thou that dojl burn 

To kindle every mind and heart. 
For Thee my frozen Soul doth yearn ; 

Come ! Lord of Love, Thy Warmth impart : 
If thus to fpeak too bold appear, 
'Tis Love like Thine has banijhed fear. 

O fweetejl Dart of Love Divine, 

If I have jinned then vengeance take ; 

Come ! pierce this guilty heart of mine 
And let it die for His dear Sake 

Who once expired on Calvary, 

His Heart pierced through for love of me. 

My dearejl Good, Who dojl [o bind 

My heart with countlejs chains to Thee ; 

O jweetejl Love, my Soul Jhall find 
In Thy dear Bonds true liberty : 

Thyjclf Thou hajl bejlowed on me, 

Thine, Thine for ever I will be. 

Beloved Lord, in Heaven above. 
There, Jesus, Thou awaitejl me 
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To gaze on Thee with changelejs love. 

Yesy thus I hope, thus Jhall it be : 
For how can He deny me Heaven 
Who here on earth Himfelf hath given ? 

3|efu noSra IGlefecCfo^ 

ESU, the Meat and Drink indeed 
That bids Thine Own rejoice, 
Sweetnejs and Mirth and Melody 
Of heart and Soul and voice, 
What Mercy bends Thee, Lord, to feed 

Man in his mifery 
With Thine Own Flesh, the Bread of Heaven, 
Brought near to Juch as we ? 

Our Ranfomer and Ranfom Thou, 

Our Banquet too Thou art ; 
Thou Who dojl heal our Soul's difeafe 

Joy be Thou of our heart ; 
Thou Who dojl give us here foretajle 

So fweet of Joys to be. 
Give us in our dear Fatherland 

Fruition full of Thee. 

anfma CSriftf, fantfffica mu 

OUL of Jesus, make me holy. 
Make me contrite, meek and lowly ; 
Soul mojl Stainlefs, Soul Divine, 
Cleanje Uiis Jbrdid Soul of mine ; 




ianfma C^nSf, CanctfSca me^ 131 

Hallow this polluted Soul, 
Purify ity make it whole ; 
Soul of Jesus, hallow me ; 

Miferere Domine. 

Save me, Body of my Lord, 

Save a jinner vile, abhorred ; 

Sacred Body, wan and worn, 

Bruifed and mangled, fcourged and torn. 

Pierced Hands and Feet and Side, 

Rent, injulted, crucified. 

Save me — to the Crojs I flee ; 

Mijerere Domine, 

Blood of Jesus, Stream of Life, 
Sacred Stream with BleJJings rife. 
From that Broken Body Jhed 
On the CroJs that Altar dread ; 
Given to be our Drink Divine, 
Fill my heart and make it Thine ; 
Blood of Christ, my Succour be ; 

Mijerere Domine. 

Holy Water, Stream that poured 
From Thy riven Side, O Lord, 
Wajh Thou me without, within ; 
Cleanje me from the taint of Jin, 
Till my Soul is clean and white, 
Bathed and purified and bright 
As a ranjbmed Soul Jhould be ; 

Mijerere Domine. 
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Jesu, by the wondrous Power 
Of Thine awful PaJJion hour, 
By the unimagined Woe 
Mortal man may never know ; 
By the Curje upon Thee laid, 
By the Ranfom Thou hajl paid. 
By Thy PaJJion comfort me ; 

Mijerere Domine. 

Jesu, by Thy bitter Death, 
By Thy lajl expiring Breath 
Give me the eternal Life 
Purchafed by that mortal Strife ; 
Thou didjl fuffer Death that I 
Might not die eternally ; 
By Thy Dying quicken me ; 

Mijerere DoMiNE. 

Miferere ; let me be 
Never parted. Lord, from Thee ; 
Guard me from my ruthlejs Foe, 
Save me from eternal Woe ; 
In the dreadful Judgment Day 
Be Thy Crofs my hope and Jlay ; 
When the hour of death is near 
And my Spirit faints for fear. 
Call me with Thy Voice of Love, 
Place me near to Thee above. 
With Thine Angel-Hojl to raije 
An undying Jong of praife ; 

Mijerere Domine. 
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BT all mortal flefh keep Jilence, and 
with fear and trembling Jland ; 
Ponder nothing earthly-minded, for with 
BleiTmg in His Hand 
Christ our God to earth defcendeth, our full 
homage to demand. 

King of Kings, yet bom of Mary, as of old on 

earth He Jlood, 
Lord of Lords, in Human Vejlure — in the Body 

and the Blood — 
He will give to all the Faithful His Own Self for 

Heavenly Food. 

Rank on rank the Hojl of Heaven jpreads its van- 
guard on the way, 

As the Light of Light dejcendeth from the realms 
of endlejs day, 

That the Powers of Hell may vanijh as the dark- 
nejs clears away. 

At His Feet the Jix-winged Seraph : Cherubim 

with jleeplejs eye 
Veil their faces to the Prefence, as with ceajelejs 

Voice they cry — ' 
Alleliua, AUeliua, Alleliua, Lord mojl High ! 
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(CucliarfSfc gleaning:. 

HEN I approach the Mcrcy-fcat 
To cajl mc at my Maker's Feet, 
And breathing oft my Saviour's 
Name 

With fervent ardour urge my claim, 
Then, His not jinful I that plead, 
But Jesus' Love Jhall intercede ; 
Christ mujl prefent my feeble prayer, 
Eije am I vainly kneeling there : 
His Holy Blood prevails for me, 
The Pangs, the Groans of Calvary ; 
Through Him alone my Soul obtains 
Pardon for all its guilty jlains. 
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AIL ! O Flesh of Christ Divine, 
Hail ! O fweet and ruddy Wine, 
Blood the Cup and Flesh the Meat, 
And in Theje is Christ complete. 



This is He the Bridegroom, dight 
In His Vejlure red and white ; 
White, for Him a Virgin bore. 
Red, for He His Blood did poun 
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By the Woands and Jlripes and /corn, 
By the PajQIion Thou hajl borne. 
Hear us, Jesu, when we call, 
From dejlrufiion fave us all. 



OW let the Faithful come, with joy re- 
vering 
The Sacramental Christ this day. 
Rendering the mojl high King meet 
praije, and wearing 
Through Him the conqueror's bay. 
What if the place whence God rules dl be Heaven? 

Oh, He deigns eljewhere to abide. 
And day by day to loving hearts is given 
He Who was crucified. 

Behold! the Price which bought the holy Nation, 

The Grace which fpeaks of Grace to come. 
And all the Virtue of His facred Pajjion 

Have here their earthly Sum ; 
All Gifts are here to give the which He fuffered. 

All Gifts with which the Dove came down ; 
Therefore aright the Sacrifice be offered, 

Of all the Fruit and Crown. 

This did men fee far off and died confeJOing, 

This did Melchizedek declare 
Offering the Bread of Life and Wine of BleJJing 

To God, before they were ; 
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And erjl they Jlew a Lamb, the time fore/howing 
When that Lamb's jiaaghter Jhodd give place 

(The Blood of Christ^ world-cleanjing Stream^ 
fajl flowing) 
Unto the True Lamb's Grace, 



One link yet more 'twixt men whom ages Jever, 

'Tis Manna, Bread fent down to tell 
The Word made Flesh Jhould be made Food 
for ever 

To the true Ijrael : 
That Bread was food of time. This is Eternal : 

That came the fle/h alone to feed. 
But This is Life and Health and Joy jtipemal ; 

This Cup is Drink indeed. 

Lo ! without price abundant Peace is given. 

The poor and needy here may come ; 
O happy Feajl for citizens of Heaven, 

Lead through the Jlrange land home ; 
O Path of Life, Refrejhment never cloying, 

O Christ, Perennial Light, give Life ; 
So our part be with Souls the Blijs enjoying 

In Thy dear Vijion rife. 

Give us Thyjelf. Thou art the Wave Immortal, 
The Fruitful Vine, the Living Bread ; 

So at the lajl we mijs not Sion's portal 
We would be deanjed and fed : 
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It is Thy Death which in thcjc Gifts is fpcaking, 

O may we lijl to It alone, 
And we Jhall find the Country we are Jeeking, 

We Jhall be nigh Thy Throne. 
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GOD Unfeen, yet ever near, 
Thy Prcjcnce may we feel ; 

And thus injpired with holy fear 
Before Thine Altar kneel. 



Here may Thy faithful People know 

The Blejpngs of Thy Love, 
The Streams that through the defert flow. 

The Manna from above. 

We come obedient to Thy Word 
To feajl on Heavenly Food ; 

Our Meaty the Body of the Lord, 
Our Drink, His Precious Blood. 

Thus would we all Thy Words obey. 
For we, O God, are Thine ; 

And go rejoicing on our way 
Renewed with Strength Divine. 
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ClirfSf Corpus, Situ 

AIL! FleshoFChrist, of Holy Virgin 
born; 
Hail ! Undivided Deity, 
The Way, the Life, the Health of man 

forlorn. 
Set us from all ill free. 

Hail ! Blood of Christ, mojl holy Drink of 
Heaven, 
Mighty to wa/h away all Jlain ; 
Hail ! Blood, Which flowed forth when the Side 
was riven 

Upon the Crojs of pain. 

8ln Sintitnt (Sut^atiftit ^va^tt^ 

LIVING Bread from Heaven, 
To weary pilgrims given. 
Angelic Sujlenance, 
Celejlial Food, I need Thee ; 
Thou, Thou alone canjl feed me ; 
My Life comes only thence. 

O Fount of Love abounding. 

My wondering thoughts confounding, 

I come to tajle Thy jlream 
From Christ's warm Heart jlill bleeding. 
To give me what is needing 

To quicken, cheer, redeem. 
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Here, Jesus, Thou art hidden ; 
Here now as I am bidden 

By faith I feajl on Thee ; 
Oh, let the clouds concealing 
Soon melt away, revealing 

The God I long to fee. 



TNG, O Earth, for thy redemption, 
Lo ! His race of torment run, 
Christ the Sanfiuary enters, 
Priejl and Vifiim both in One % 
There to make our peace with God 
By th' Oblation of His Blood. 

Guilty for the guilty pleading, 

Legal Priejl, thy tajk is o*er ; 
Goats and oxen, empty Jhadows, 
There is need of you no more ; 
Not juch feeble things as theje 
Could an Angry God appeafe. 

Hail to Thee! High Priejl eternal, 

Priejl without a fpot of Jin, 
Veiled of old in myjlic figures. 
Holy, Infinite, Divine ; 
Thou art He Whofe Blood alone 
Can for human guilt atone. 



H<^ %^t Confectation^ 

Thou of Life the Lord Anointed, 

Led to Thy Jelf-chofen Doom, 
That Same Flesh which Thou hajl moulded 
In Thy Virgin Mother's Womb 
Offerejl on the Holy Rood, 
Man for man and God to Goo« 

While the rage of Thy tormentors 

In its very fury blind. 
As from Thy pure Veins it madly 
Pours the Ranjbm of mankind, 
Does but work Thy own Decree 
Fixed from all Eternity. 

^e tlnfearcfiatile IGUcfiejS of Cfitfft. 
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WEET Sacrament Divine ! 
Hid in Thine earthly Home, 
Lo ! round Thy lowly Shrine 
With Juppliant hearts we come; 
Jesus, to Thee our voice we raifc 
In Songs of love and heartfelt praije, 
Sweet Sacrament Divine ! 

Sweet Sacrament of Peace ! 

Dear Home for every heart, 
W here rejllefs yearnings ceaje 

And Jbrrows all depart ; 

There in Thine Ear all trujlfully 

We tell our tale of mijcry. 
Sweet Sacrament of Peace ! 
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Sweet Sacrament of Rejl ! 

Ark from the ocean*s roar. 
Within Thy Shelter blejl 

Soon may we reach the jhore ; 

Save usy for Jlill the tempejl raves. 

Save, lejl we Jink beneath the waves. 
Sweet Sacrament of Rejl ! 

Sweet Sacrament Divine ! 

Earth's Light and Jubilee, 
In Thy far depths doth jhine 

Thy Godhead's Majejly ; 

Sweet Light, Jo Jhine on us we pray. 

That earthly Joys may fade away. 
Sweet Sacrament Divine ! 

IBange ling:ua (Blotfoa CotpotijS^ 

pOW my tongue the Myjlery telling, 
Of the Glorious Body Jing, 
And the Blood all price excelling 
Which the Gentiles' Lord and 
King, 
In a Vtrgin's Womb once dwelling, 
Shed for this world's ranjbming. 

Given for us, and condejcending 

To be bom for us below. 
He with men in converje blending 

Dwelt, the feed of Truth to Jbw, 
Till He clojed with wondrous ending 

His mojl patient Life of woe. 




H^ die ConCeccatiotu 

That lajl night at Supper lying 
*Mid the Twelve, His chofen Band, 

Jesus, with the Law complying, 
Keeps the Feajl its rites demand ; 

Then, more Precious Food Jupplying, 
Gives Himjelf with His own Hand. 

Word-made-Flesh true Bread He maketh 
By His Word His Flesh to be ; 

Wine, His Blood, Which w:hofo taketh 
Mujl from carnal thoughts be free ; 

Faith alone, though Jight forfaketh, 
Shows true hearts the Myjlery, 

Therefore we before Him bending 

This great Sacrament revere ; 
Types and Jhadows have their ending 

For the newer Rite is here ; 
Faith our outward fenfe befriending 

Makes our inward vijion dear. 



iatje, IRex, itittf HeCcenUffif* 

AIL ! O King, Who hither wendedjl 
From the Jkies, and condefcendedjl 
In a flejhly Form to dwell : 



Hail ! O Body True and Holy, 
Of a Virgin pure and lowly 

Bom to crujh the might of Hell. 
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Hail ! O Word, Incarnate truly, 
Virgin-bom, before Whom duly 
We in faith undoubting fall : 

Hail to Thee ! Who fcourged in malice 
Drankejl of the bitter Chalice, 
Mingled vinegar and gall. 

Hail to Thee ! Who didjl not falter 
On the Crojs's mournful Altar, 
Dying there in Jharpejl pain : 

Hail to Thee ! Whoje one Oblation 

Saved the world from condemnation, 

Burjl the gates of Hell in twain. 

Hail ! Thou Brightnefs ever glorious. 
Hail ! Thou Flesh of Christ ViSorious, 
Flower and Fruit of Virgin Womb : 

Hail ! Thou Bread the Angels feeding. 
Hail ! Thou Light the holy leading. 
Saviour of the World from doom. 

Hail ! Thou meek Redeemer, jending 
Mercies to us never-ending. 

Thou who Jbothejl haplejs men : 

Hail ! O Christ, the Father's Splendour, 
Grant, I pray. Thy Mercy tender 
Now and evermore* Amen. 
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&alte, &ancta Cato 9Def^ 

I ACRED Flesh of God, by Whom 
Guilty men are Javed from doom. 
Thou didjl Jet Thy Servants free 
When Thou hangedjl on the Tree. 

From Thy Side the Water fpilt 

Wajhed and cleanjed us Jlained with guilt, 

Tainted with the firjl offence 

Of Adam's dijbbedience. 

Wajh me in the healing Flood, 

Sacred Body, of Thy Blood ; 

Cleanfe Thou me from every jlain, 

Rejcue me from endlejs pain. 

Me of Thy great Goodnejs blejs 

With eternal Happinefs ; 

By Thy SanSity made whole. 

Strengthen and jujlain my Soul. 

Make mine enemies to fall. 

Into friends convert them all ; 

King of Angels, crujh their pride, 

And their hatred turn ajide. 

Thou, in Whom alone we live 

Unto me Thy Body give. 

Me in death's extremejl hour 

Save by Thy Almighty Power 

From the Dragon's wrath, I crave. 

From the roaring Lion, fave ; 

Give with Faith and Hope unfailing 

Charity o'er all prevailing. 




145 



3 am tClip feertant* 

LORD, my King and Majlcr Thou, 
To Whom the choirs of Angels bow. 
Behold me at Thine Altar now. 

Thy Yoke I love ; it is my choice 
To follow Thee and know Thy Voice ; 
In this blejl jlavery I rejoice. 

Bind me eternally to Thee 

With bonds which only bind to free ; 

Let cords of Love my fetters be. 

Thine am I, Lord, for ever Thine ; 
I to Thy Majejly Divine 
All that I am or have rejign* 

Lo ! at Thy Feet I wait Thy Will, 
Let that alone my being fill, 
All earthly pajQions calm and jlill. 

Each thought to Thee^ my Saviour Dear, 
Subdue ; let nought of earth draw near ; 
In Jilence I Thy Voice would hear. 

Here in Thy BleJQfed Sacrament, 
With eye and ear and heart attent, 
I wait Thy Grace's blejl Dejcent. 

My Lord and Majler, can it be 

That Thou Jhouldjl gird Thyjclf, on me 

To wait in Thy Humility ? 
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Nay, more — Thyjelf the Very Bread 
Wherewith Thhie ingrate Slave is fed, 
Ohy who can Juch a Service dread ? 

Adorable and Gracious King, 
My heart is all I have to bring. 
Spurn not th' unworthy offering. 

Oh, make it cleave to Thee alway. 
So, in Thine awful Reckoning Day, 
Thou to my trembling Soul mayjl jay— 

Well done. My Servant good and true ; 

Enter the Joy prepared for you, 

Joy that earth's thraldom never knew. 

My Lord, one boon I ajk of Thee — 
Oh, let this feeble Jervice be 
PerfeSed in Eternity. 

SLtib tfie? &tieto ^im^ 

|HOU know^jl Him not and canjl not 
know — 
Though as thou walkejl by the way 
Thy thoughts and words Spontaneous 
flow 
His Crofs and PajQion to furvey ; 
But Jlill thy foolijh heart and JIow 

Mujl into paths of error Jlray, 
Until in Spirit to thy Jide 
He draweth near thy Jleps to guide. 
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And though that heart within thee burn, 
As He vouchfafes by Grace to teach, 

The Lord will from thy prejcnce turn 
Ere thou the Home of knowledge reach ; 

Unlejs as thoje who fondly yearn 
For larger gifts, for clojer Jpeech, 

Thou dojl in earnejl prayer conjlrain 

Where thou abidejl to remain. 

And if His Prejence He prolong 
And fill thy heart with Gofpel lore, 

So that discerning right from wrong 
And good from evil, hourly more. 

Thou dojl, impelled by feelings Jlrong, 
Revere His Truth, His Love adore — 

Oh foolijh heart, and jlow of ken. 

Thou thinkcjl that thou know'Jl Him then. 

Never ! until His Board be fpread 

And thou before His Altar kneel ; 
Never ! until that broken Bread « 

His Bruifed and Wounded Flesh reveal ; 
Never ! until the Blood He jhed, 

Drank in that Cup, thine eyes un/eal — 
Thou know'Jl Him not, thou canjl not know 
Till in that Food of Life He doth Himfelf bejlow. 
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l^tofe on tfie M^\t <t\xt%^xSXL 

HE Bread defcending from on high 

For needy Souls their wants fulfils, 
Rejloring Life to them who die. 
Its overflowing Grace injlils. 

Christ be our Food, to give new Might 
And make the fainting fpirit whole ; 

Christ be our Cup, to give Delight 
And jatisfy the longing Soul. 

O Splendour of Cele/lial day, 
O Thou Whom Angels ever laud, 

That myjlic Supper give, we pray, 
The Supper of the Flesh of God. 

O Feajl Divine, O Glory blejl 
From the Redeemer ever poured, 

O Thou, of lowly hearts the Rejl, 
Grant everlajling Gladne/s, Lord. 

Through this Memorial made of Thee, 
And through Thy Death by hands accurjl. 

Save us from endlejs mijery. 

Thou Who didjl cry aloud— I thirjl. 

All glory unto Thee, O Lord, 

For all Thy bounteous Gifts we pay. 

Thy holy Light to us accord 
As Food on fajl and fejlal (jlay. 
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&pftft, &ouI ano Boo?, one iSl^an* 

PIRIT, Soul and Body's union, 

Mingling with the Heavenly Hojl, 
One with God in Christ's Communion, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

With the Water, Blood and Spirit 

San6{ified in One on earth. 
Wholly blamelejs, may ye merit 

Wholly all the Heavenly birth. 

Light and Cloud of God's Indwelling, 
Breathed to make a living Soul, 

Spirit, pajQion's fury quelling 

With a more than man's controuL 

Mirror of that Breath's reflection. 
Soul, yet dewed with earthly Jenje, 

Source of holiejl afie6{ion. 
Shrine of purejl innocence* 

Body that jhall be Celejlial, 

Now Jo Jlnful and Jo frail. 
Outer Court of things terrejlrial, 

Parted with the flejhly vail. 

O the Joy, when without ending. 
When your threefold work is done, 

Spirit, Soul and Body blending, 
You Jhall be with God in One. 
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anDtD %t Uttjote, ilateng SDeftasf. 

GODHEAD Hid, devoutly I adore 

Thee 
Who truly art within the Forms before 
me; 

To Thee my heart I bow with bended kniee 
As failing quite in contemplating Thee. 
Jesu, eternal Shepherd, hear our cry ; 
Increaje the faith of all whoje Souls on Thee rely. 

Sight, touch and tajle in Thee are each deceived; 
The ear alone mojl jafely is believed ; 
I believe all the Son of God has Jpoken, 
Than Truth's own Word there is no Jurcr token. 

God only on the Crofs lay hid from view ; 
But here lies hid at once the Manhood too ; 
And ly in both profejQing my belief, 
The fame prayer make as the repentant Thief. 

Thy Wounds, as Thomas faw, I do not fee; 
Yet Thee confe/s my Lord and God to be : 
Make me believe Thee ever more and more ; 
In Thee my hope, in Thee my love to Jlore. 

O Thou Memorial of our Lord's own dying, 
O Living Bread, to mortals Life jupplying. 
Make Thou my Soul henceforth on Thee to live ; 
Ever a tajle of Heavenly jweetnejs give* 



iabe^ Caro €^vtfil Cara^ 



rs* 



O loving Pelican, O Christ my God, 
Undean I am, but dean/e me in Thy Blood ; 
Of Which a Jingle Drop for Jinners fpilt. 
Could ranjbm all the world from all its guilt. 

Jesu, Whom for the prejcnt Veiled I Jce, 
What I Jo thirjl for, oh, vouchjafe to me ; 
That I may fee Thy Countenance unfolding. 
And may be blejl Thy Glory in beholding. 

Jesu, eternal Shepherd, hear our cry ; 

Increaje the faith of allwhofe Souls on Thee rely. 




iSltie, Caro CfirfSt Cata^ 

AIL ! Flesh of Christ, beloved Ob- 
lation, 
Sacrifice for our Salvation, 
On the Crofs a ViSim Jlain : 
Oh, by that Thy Death of Jadnejs, 
Raife us decked in light and gladnejs 

With Thee glorified to reign. 
Hail ! Word Incarnate, Which Divinejl, 
Hallowed on the Altar Jhinejl ; 
Bread of Angels Ever-living, 
Health and Hope to mortals giving, 
Antidote, all guilt relieving. 
Hail ! Thou Body of Christ Jesus, 
Heaven-dejcended to releaje us. 
Thy redeemed from ruin buying. 
On the Crojs when nailed and dying. 
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^lie l^leoge of JmmottaUtp^ 

READ of the World in Mercy broken, 
Wine of the World in Mercy Jhed, 
By Whom the Words of Life were 
fpoken, 

And in Whoje Death our Jins are dead ; 
Look on the heart by forrow broken. 
Look on the tears by Jinners Jhed, 
And be Thy Feajl to us the token 

That by Thy Grace our Souls are fed. 



iSlte, dUerbum 3|ncamatttm^ 

HOLY Flesh of Jesus Christ 

Upon the Altar lying, 
Lajl Gift of the Incarnate Word 
Before His precious Dying ; 
O Living Bread of Angels bright, 

Who wrought'Jl Redemption's Jlory, 
O Hope of each one named from Thee, 
We give Thee thanks and glory. 





(EuctiarfSfc 9^etiftatfom 

HOLY Jesus, we believe 
That Thou art Prejent here. 

With heart and Soul we furely know 
Our Dearejl Lord is near ; 



<Euc|iatf(!fc d^eliitatCon^ x53 

For though Thy bleJQfed Prcjencc 

Is not vijibly revealed, 
Faith tells us in theje Sacred Forms 

Thou art indeed concealed ; 
On bended knee then let us pray 

That Thou mayjl be adored 
For aye, in Thy Sweet Sacrament, 

O Thou mojl Gracious Lord. 

How great jhould be our reverence, 

How great the love and fear 
With which to this High Sacrifice 

In faith we ^(hould draw near ; 
Our hearts Jhould be all purified, 

From earthly care Jet free. 
Feeling their own unworthine/s 

And full of love for Thee ; 
O Thou our own Beloved Lord, 

04ir Saviour and our Friend, 
Look down with Thine All-pitying Eye, 

On us Thy BleJJing fend. 

We know our Jlns are manifold. 

Yet Jiai to Thee we fly 
Trujling that in Thy Mercy great 

Thou wilt receive our cry ; 
For where elje can we hope to find 

Forgivenejfs full and free. 
Except in Thine own Sacraments 

When, Lord, we come to Thee ? 
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Then, Jesu, Pricfl and Shq>hcrd True, 

Grant Pardon when we Jlray 
Without Thy Flock, of which Thou art 

The Life, the Truth, the Way. 

And when our hearts bowed down with woe 

Nor rejl nor comfort find. 
We come to Thee, O Saviour Dear, 

Of Comforters mojl kind ; 
For when Thou givejl us Thyfclf, 

O precious Bread of Life, 
In wondering awe we mu]e not on 

Our Soul's mojl bitter Jlrife, 
Feeling that Thou dojl then abide 

In us, Thou Prince of Peace, 
And that Thy blejjed Prefence, Lord, 

Hath caujed our grief to ceaje. 

So too when jbme bright beam of Joy, 

E'en though of earth it be. 
Lights up our Jlar of hope, then. Lord, 

We quickly turn to Thee, 
Knowing that Thou, mojl Pitiful, 

Hajl fent this gladjbme ray 
To Jhed a brightnefs o'er our path 

Which cheers our onward way ; 
Lord Jesu, blefs our earthly Joys, 

Thou, Who our woes haJl healed. 
And be Thou in our hopes and fears 

Our Helper and our Shield. 



SLtty Caro CJrtfti Cara* 15s 

When deiath is drawing nigh, and when 

In dread our Spirits fail. 
Lord Jesu, jlill abide with ns 

Through the dark gloomy Vale ; 
In Thy mojl BlcJflTed Eucharijl 

Give us Thyjclf once more. 
That in the Strength of that Sweet Food, 

Our life's Jad journey o'er, 
We may the Heavenly City reach. 

Where freed from all alarms 
Our Souls jhall find eternal Rejl 

In Thy Almighty Arms. 

ja&ei Caro C$r(Si Cara^ 

AIL ! Flesh of Christ, hail ! Sweet- 

ejl Food, 
Upon the Altar of the Rood 
A Sacred ViSim laid ; 

By that Thy Pajjion grant us Grace 
To dwell with Thee in that fair Place 
Where light Jhall never fade. 

Hail ! Very Body of the Lord, 
Who man's Salvation to afford 
Didjl hang upon the Tree ; 

Oh, jave us from the pains of Hell, 
Mojl high Creator, Who dojl dwell 
A Priejl eternally. 
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Hail! Jesu, hail! O living Bread, 

Whereon our fainting Souls are fed. 

Both Truth and Way Thou art ; 

Be prejent now to heal and blefs, 
And in Thy perfed Holinejs 
Give us to have our part. 

Hail ! Banquet of the Angel-Hojl, 
Sweet Solace of the tempejl-tojl, 
Who makejl all things new ; 

Our eamejl pleadings deign to hear. 
Breathe on theje hearts fo hard and jere 
Thy Spirit's gracious Dew. 

Hail ! God beneath this Veil concealed. 
In Heaven all glorioujly revealed 
Where jhadows flee away ; 

We pray Thee jhield us from our Foe, 
And give us once that Peace to know 
Which never can decay. 

Hail ! Stream Divine from Jesus* Side, 
That Stream the road which opens wide 
High Heaven to attain ; 

Behold, O Lord, our Jin we own. 
Plead Thou before Thy Father's Throne 
Our pardon to obtain. 
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Hail ! Draught of Life and Health and Joy, 
Thou Sweetnejs that can never doy, 
All Virtue in Thee lies ; 

O BleJIfed Christ, be Merciful, 
Grant us forgivenejs free and full. 
Who Dead for us didjl rije. 

Hail ! Heavenly Splendour, Word of God, 
Flower and fruit of Aaron's Rod, 
Thou Finger of the Lord, 

Oh, let us not be cajl away ; 
Where Thou art throned in endlejs day 
A place to us afford. 

Hail ! Sacred Flesh of Christ, that bore 
All Agony and PaJJion Jbre 
To Jhicld us from our Jin ; 

Thou with the wicked mad'jl Thy Grave, 
Dear Lord, our jinful Souls to jave 
And Heaven for us to win. 

Manna mojl hidden, mojl Divine, 
Upon us bid Thy Mercy Jhine, 
Oh, hear Thy Saints' dejire ; 

Set us abfolved and purified. 
And blejfed and crowned and glorified. 
Amid th' Angelic Choir. 



158 C6 e Conf ecratCam 




%^t if ountafn of %itz. 

DROOP— oh, give me of the cryjlal 
Stream 
Which flows in ever>blooming Ama- 
ranth bowers ; 
The Fount immortal, whoje transparent waves 
RefleS bright Angel faces 'midjl the flowers ; 
That fairejl Stream overflows with WiJHom's 

richejl ore — 
Oh, waft one priceless Drop, and Strength for 
evermore. 

I droop — fujlain me, blejfed Fount of Life ; 

Bid deepening Jhadows of the night depart; 
Give Peace and Courage to the wavering mind. 
And Faith and Hope unto the jinking heart. 
O blejjed, fragrant River, o'er the weary head 
May guardian Angel-hands one Drop pel- 
lucid jhed. 

I droop — Redeemer, only Fount of Joy, 

From Thee alone the living Waters flow ; 
Give one jweet Drop to cool life's burning pain. 
There is no healing fpring on earth below : 
They Jcarch in vain for aid who Jcarch for 

aught but Thee, 
Thou art the Way, the Truth, in all Eternity. 



<^x 
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INCE firjl the Church beneath 
Called Souls to praije and pray. 
Daily this Antidote to death 
Was proffered by the way. 

Daily the Board was /pread ; 
The Sacred Bread and Wine 
Before the Lord our God jet forth 
The Sacrifice Divine. 

Now in theje latter days 
When love Jeems cold, faith frail, 
Need we the Sacred Banquet lejs ? 
Or jhould the Service fail ? 

No ! daily let us Joy 
Our Majler here to meet, 
And blend with viewlejs Angel-hojls 
Around the Mercy-jcat, 

For all His Church, for our 
Weak hearts, Himjelf we bring 
Before th* Almighty Father's Face 
Eternal Offering. 

O Saviour, Lord mojl Sweet, 
Our worthlejs homage take. 
And deign to vijit our weak hearts 
For Thy dear Mercy's Jake. 



i6o 
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AIL ! Glorious Body of the Lord, on 

Which no darknefs rolls 
TocaJlThy Brightncfs intoJhadc,Thou 
Food and Light of Souls. 

O wajh away the jlains, I pray, of each polluting 

Jin, 
And make us meet the Pleafures jweet of Paradije 

to win. 

Hail ! Holy Flesh, now unto Thee unworthily I 

plead. 
That Thou wouldjl in the time of death vouchjafe 

my Soul to feed. 

O Living Bread, upon me Jhed the Joys that can- 
not die, 

O deanje and fave, lejl in the grave of Jecond 
death I lie. 

O Flesh of Christ once Jacrificed, to Thee I 

humbly kneel, 
Body Which didjl redeem the world, and all its 

Jicknejs heal. 

By Thee be every fpirit purged, let every Jcnfe be 

clear, 
O Manna True, to Whom we Jue and Jing Hojanna 

here. 



%^t IRetoarli of ^^erfrterante^ i6i 

When the dread time of punijhed crime is near, 

O give me Life^ 
And grant me, Christ, a contrite heart in my lajl 

earthly jlrifc. 

That Faith be fure, ConfeJJion pure, to Thee, O 

Lord, I pray. 
And, Jesu Good, my Soul with Food of Thine 

Own Body Jlay. 

Then out of pain bring me again where all Thy 

BleJJings well. 
That there pojQfeJQed of endlejs Rejl I may for ever 

dwell. 




^t)e IRetoarH of l&erCeijerance^ 

FT when with icy heart and dry 
Affefiion's cold and tearlejs eye, 
Barren as a dejert, chilled as jleel, 
We at God's holy Altar kneel — 
Still, while we perjcvcre and bear 
With firm rejblve th* unlively prayer, 
To holy JufFerance will come 
An Anjwer from our Heavenly home. 

For oft amid the weary crujh, 
The jprings of Grace with judden rujh 
Will overjpread the rocky breajl 
With verdure Aew and dews of rejl, 

M 
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Filling the longing heart's dijlrejs 
With floods of love and happinejs. 
One draught of which will countervail 
Long days of want and nights of wail. 

Ah, ye who jit beneath the doud 
And mourn for abfence deep not loud. 
Know thisy that he who meekly bows-^ 
And jilent, grieves his abjent Spouje — 
One unexpefied day jhall feel 
How good it was for him to kneel 
And mourn a temporary lojs 
Under the Jhadow of the Crojs. 

For ah, what words of bejl dejire, 
What eloquence or Angel iire 
May tell the length or breadth or height, 
The richnejs of extreme Delight 
Rejerved for him who meekly bends, 
Rather for Love than lively ends, 
Who unrequited perfeveres 
And labours Jlill, albeit in tears. 

3[am fatfe Gnxit Cntar l^oSfarum* 

NOUGH the blood of vidims flowed of 
old, 
The jhadows pajs and legal offer- 
ings; 
Now higher Minijlries Thou, Lord, dojl mould, 

On which a holier jhade Thy Priejlhood flings. 
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Ellas from the Heavens called down the flame ; 

One Greater than Ellas, hid from jight| 
Is here, obedient to His awful Name ; 

Of Him we make the dread Memorlal-Rlte. 

Great OfHce, the myjlerlous Cup to bear 
In which the guilty world's Salvation lies. 

And with our trembling hands full of deep fear 
To offer up the Bloodlejs Sacrifice, 

Ohy more than all to ancient Prophets given, 
More than to Angels if but underjlood. 

That in our trembling hands the God of Heaven 
Doth give Hlmjelf to be our Spirits' Food, 

Grant, Christ^ that we fulfilling Thy Commands 
Of Thy blejl Prejcnce may approach the Seat, 

With hearts by Thee made pure and holy hands; 
May Love for Thy dread Altars make us meet. 



SD HefujS, m^o for ujS ^aS Huti^ 




JESUS, Who for us hajl died. 

The Blood flows ever from Thy Side, 

For Thou art ever crucified. 



By PrleJUy hands Thy Blood is poured 
Upon the Altar long and broad, 
Where Thou art evermore adored. 
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And on that Altar, day by day, 
Thy Love holds on its Jhining way 
And jheds an ever brightening Ray, 

Thy Sacrifice can never ceaje, 
Till all is rejl and Joy and peace 
In the triumphant world of Grace. 

And on the Altar is our Food, 
Purchafed for us by Thine Own Blood, 
When Mary by the Crojs once Jlood. 

Thousands of faithful hearts adore 
Where Thou art Jhrined for evermore, 
A Beacon on a jlormy jhore. 

Thy Tabernacle's Sun goes down 
When each Elefi has won his Crown, 
And all Thy mighty Love is jhown. 

Then, not till then, that burning Light 
Goes down beneath the waters bright. 
But there is Day and no more night. 
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l^orae tie &an(ta &atramento^ 

I. 

F the Wondrous Body, O my tongue, 
be telling. 
And the Blood mojl Precious of the 
Crucified, 

Which to quench the Dragon's fiery fang came 
welling 
For the world's Salvation, from His holy Side. 

II. 
With the Twelve He fate and gave a myjlic Token, 
Teaching their true hearts with Word and holy 
Sign ; 
For the Bread He told them was His Body Broken, 
And His Blood of Healing filled the Cup with 
Wine. 

III. 

In His jacred Hands He took the Bread and 
brake It, 

Likewije took the Cup and fanfiified the /ame ; 
Whojb Jhall prejume unworthily to take It, 

God Jhall of a jurety bring that Soul to Jhame. 

IV. 

Whojbever drinketh of the Cup of BleJJing, 
Whofo of this Bread partaketh not in vain, 

He Jhall bear true witncjs, worthily confejfing 
Christ's mojl holy PajQion, till He come again. 
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V. 

But the unbelieving eat and drink damnation. 
For their hearts dijcern not Jesus Christ the 
Lord, 
And they jpurn His Blood of Reconciliation 
Which from out the Spear-wound for our ranjbm 
poured, 

VI. 

Lo! the Word Incarnate is the Bread from 
Heaven ; 
Lo ! the Cup is filled with J esus' Blood indeed ; 
Precious is the Food to faithful Servants given ; 
They that feed upon Him Christ's Command- 
ment heed. 

VII, 

Christ herein fujlaineth all the faithful-hearted. 
Yet His Body is not torn in any wije i 

In a broken Morfel is the Whole imparted ; 
God is truly prejent, veiled from mortal eyes. 



Thus the Hours /hall find me Jlill devoutly mujing, 
Lord, on Thy dear Body's awful Myjlery ; 

That Thy Sacramental Graces rightly u/ing 
With a faith unchanging I may worjhip Thee. 
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^6e Crofsf tie if ount of Bleffinff^ 

AIL to the holy Crojs ! Sweet Jesus, 
Hail to the loved and faving Sign ! 
From whence all Virtue comes to eaje us. 
Whence Virtue flows and Might 
Divine. 

Hail to the CroJs ! Fount of all Blejings, 
Whence Grace dejcends in copious flood ; 

Worthy alone of all carejQings, 

Hail to thee ! loved and jacred Wood, 

Hail to the holy Crofs ! that giveth 
Virtue and Strength and loving Faith ; 

Hail to the Crojs ! that ever liveth 
Singing Life's triumph over Death. 

Hail to the Crofs ! from whence went raying 
Athwart o'er earth Love's holy flame ; 

Thy banner o'er its heights displaying 
And reaping Glory from its jhame. 

Hail to the holy Crofs ! reje£ied 

Albeit, and fcorned by worldly pride ; 

Yet by Almighty Love defied 

To be the meek and bumble's guide. 

Hail to the holy Crofs ! afllifiion 

Sinks not the heart nor bids it qualm ; 
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For thoa> fweet Fount of BenedifUon, 
Art near to pour the healing Balm« 

HaO to thee, holy Crojs of ages ! 

That bids attempered jbrrow fall ; 
Before thy foot no tempejl rages, 

No Jlorms opprejs, no pajjions thrall. 

Hail ! Ark of Peace, on Thee confiding 

Fierce winds may blow, wild waves may tofs ; 

For I am fafe by thee abiding. 
Sweet Jesus, here before Thy Crofs. 

Cibn(tu0) %ux fntiea[cfen0^ 

HRIST, the Light that knows no 
waning. 
Gives to us His Flesh as Food, 
Drink He gives us aljb, deigning 
To refrejh us with His Blood. 

Christ, Thou Radiance ever glowing, 
Who upon the Crofs didjl bleed. 

Light on all Thy Saints bejlowing, ' 
With Thyjclf Thy Flock dojl feed. 

Flesh, Which we are now receiving, 

Of a Virgin took the Word, 
And the Blood we drink believing 

He for jinful man outpoured. 

In this Rite, our Souls ta nourijh 
To the Word made Flesh we come ; 




Hence our faith in Jlrength doth flouri/h ; 
Hence we reach our Heavenly home. 

Bread of Sweetncjs ever holy, 
Full art Thou of pure Delight ; 

SaviouRi bom of Maiden lowly, 
King art Thou of perfed Might. 

May we ever eat in gladnejs 
Of this rich. Angelic Bread ; 

May we in death's hour of jadnejs 
With this Jweetejl Gift be fed. 

He was at the third day-hour 

Led a ViSim forth to die, 
When He bare His Crojs of Power 

His Ele6i to raije on high. 

Lead us, Giver of Salvation, 
To our Home Thyfelf bejide. 

Where eternal Jubilation 

Dwelleth through the Lamb that died. 

Evermore we there the Jlory 

Of Thy wondrous Deeds will raife. 

Reigning with Thy Saints fn Glory 
We will offer Gifts of praije. 

Sacrifice and Hymns in union 
God we bring this fejlal day ; 

May He with Divine Communion 
Feed us in His Love for aye. 
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%^t plealidtff ^vtttntt of Cfirtft^ 

AIL to GoD*s True Body ! 
Of Virgin Mary jprung. 
Truly for us ofFered, 

On Crojs of anguijh hung, 
Whofe dear Side was truly 

By fpear enforced to bleed ; 
In our latejl conflict 
Upon Thee let us feed. 

Once for all, O Jesu, 

Thou wajl a Viflim made ; 
Still in Heaven Thou pleadejl 

In Flesh and Blood difplayed ; 
But though round this Altar 

Nought of Heaven appear. 
Thy Jlrong Word and ASion 

Doth make Thee prefent here. 

In very Life and Ejjence 

Thou dojl Thy Word fulfil, 
Who whcrefoe*er Thou livejl 

Art Mediator Jlill ; 
O Qui peccata toUis, 

To Thee our greetings rife — 
All hail ! the pleading Prejence, 

All hail ! the Sacrifice. 



flD 3leru C^rtft, remember^ 1 7 ^ 

The Bread becomes Thy Body, 

The Wine becomes Thy Blood, 
And Both, O Love Incarnate, 

Are our Life-giving Food. 
What Thou to God prcfentejl 

To jinners Thou dojl give. 
So bending to adore Thee 

We eat, and drink, and live. 




€) 3|eCu C^tlff, remember^ 

JESU CHRIST, remember 

When Thou Jhalt come again 
Upon the clouds of Heaven 
With all Thy Jhining Train ; 
When every eye Jhall Jce Thee 

In Deity revealed 
Who now upon this Altar 
In jilence art concealed ; 
Remember then, O Saviour, 

I jupplicate of Thee, 
That here I bowed before Thee 

Upon my beiided knee ; 
That here I owned Thy Prejence 

And did not Thee deny. 
And glorified Thy Greatnejs 

Though hid from human eye. 
Accept, Divine Redeemer, 
The homage of my praije ; 



ijt ^5e ConCetrarton* 

Be Thou the Light and Honour 
And Glory of my days ; 

Be Thou my Confolation 

When death is drawing nigh ; 

Be Thou my only Treajure 
Through all Eternity. 




iatie, Caro €^tiftU 

OLY Flesh of Christ our King, 
Thee, Adorable, we /ing ; 
In the New Law's happy Vale 
Pajlure of the true Flock, hail ! 
Pure and fpotlejs be the breajl 
Where Thou comejl as the Guejl ; 
Let the Faithful hourly fay — 
Thee we worjhip, Thee we pray. 

Thee, the Church Thy myjlic Wife, 
Worjhips as the Bread of Life ; 
Ranfom, Guide, Redemption free. 
Now our Satisfaction be. 
We the Jinners need Thy Balm ; 
We the mourners feck Thy Calm ; 
Bring us out of life's lorn road 
Into Glory, unto God. 



Cigna, Dur %itt. 
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ORTH from the dark and Jlormy Jky, 
Lord, to Thine Altar jhade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we feek Thy Shelter here ; 

Weary and weak, Thy Grace we pray ; 

Turn not, O Lord, Thy Guejls away. 

Long have we roamed in want and pain, 
Long h^ve we fought Thy Rejl in vain ; 
Wildered in doubt, in darknejs lojl. 
Long have our Souls been tempejl-tojl ; 
Low at Thy Feet our Jins we lay ; 
Turn not, O Lord, Thy Guejls away. 




CJcftt, our %ltt. 

ABOURING and heavy-laden, 
Wanting help in time of need, 
Fainting by the way from hunger. 
Bread of Life, on Thee we feed. 



Thirjling for the fprings of waters 
That, by Love's eternal law, 

From the Jlricken Rock are flowing. 
Well of Life, from Thee we draw. 

Driven out from happy Eden, 

Far from home and jhelter Jlrayed, 



1 74 %^t ConCecratf on« 

ToJJcd with tempejl, faint from funjhine, 
Tree of Life, we Jeek Thy jhade. 

In the land of cloud and jhadow 
Where no human eye can Jee, 

Light to thofe who jit in darknefs. 
Light of Life, we walk in Thee. 

Strangers upon earth, and pilgrims 
Wearied with the world and weak, 

By life's many ways bewildered, 
Path of Life, for Thee we feek. 

Vexed with paJQion's hateful bondage, 
Longing, Jlruggling to be free, 

Where Thy loving Banner leads us, 
Prince of Life, we follow Thee. 

Sick of fenfe's vain deceivings 
Crumbling round us into dujl, 

Strong alone in Faith's belie vings. 
Word of Life, in Thee we trujl. 

Thou the Grace of Life fupplying. 
Thou the Crown of Life wilt give. 

Dead to /in and daily dying, 
Life of Life, in Thee we live. 
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3>e Cot:pore C^rfftL 

HE Serpent's venomed bite with deadly 

fire 
Wounded us all in Adam ourfirjljire; 
The Blood of Christ repaired that 
fad defeaty 
Healed our deep wound, and left our cure complete. 

Eve, through the Serpent's wiles, involved us all 
In one unhappy crime and fatal fall ; 
Her Daughter, fairer than the lily's bloom. 
Produced the Fruit That changed our dreadful 
doom. 

This is the Woman's Holy, Precious Fruit 
Bom, without man, from that untainted Root ; 
And by the Holy Spirit's Heavenly dew, 
That noble Flower came forth and wondrous grew. 

No flower adorned the grafs, all dry and feared. 
When clothed in Human Flejh our God appeared; 
The grafs no vigour and no life retained, 
When its flower Jightlefs and defpifed remained. 

He, as all Nature witnejQfed, for our cure 
Did not dijdain Death's tortures to endure ; 
His facred Side is pierced. His Body bruifed. 
His Precious Blood, like rain, for us effufed. 
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Jesus ! the Virgin's Flower, remember whence 
We fprang, but think not of our dire offence ; 
Grant for our grievous wounds Thy healing Grace, 
And on Thy Right Hand may we find a place. 

AWFUL Might of Grace Divine, 
Which can our jhallow thoughts re- 
prove. 
And in the /implejl forms enjhrine 
Such heights and depths and worlds of love ; 
Yea, all God's Mercies earthward jent 
Are in the BleJJed Sacrament. 

For we have all if we have Thee 

Who giv'Jl us here Thy Flesh and Blood, 
And giv'Jl us Faith withal to fee 

That Miracle of Ghojlly Food ; 
To her keen eyes the veil is rent 
That jhrouds the BleJJed Sacrament. 

With her we lift our hearts on high. 
By felf condemned, by God forgiven ; 

With her to Jesus we draw nigh 

And Jlretch our hands for Bread from Heaven ; 

No more in Jin's foul dungeon pent 

We touch the BleJJed Sacrament. 

The vain heart-vexings for the pajl. 
The rejllejs gloom, the haunting fears, 
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In that fwcet Prcfcncc may not lajl. 

But leave us gazing tbrough our teaVs, 
With knees in thankful worjhip bent 
Before the BlcJJed Sacrament. 

* It is the Lord ! ' no thought but this 

Can compajs all our wondrous gain ; 

* It is the Lord ! ' our Life, our Blifs, 

Who died, Who lives to plead and reign, 
And Whoje vajl Love has fuUcJl vent 
In this mojl BleJJcd Sacrament. 



ieattenliD m a^Ditfto, Tamante ^aitott. 

HEN the loving Shepherd, 

Ere He left the earth, 
Shed to pay our ranjbm 
Blood of pricele/s Worth, 

Thcfe His Lambs fo cherijhed, 

Purchafed for His Own, 
He would not abandon 

In the world alone. 

Ere He makes us partners 

Of His Realm on high, 
Happy and immortal 

With Him in the Jky, 

Love immenje, Jlupendous 
Makes Him here below 

N 
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Partner of our exile 
In this world of woe. 

Lcjl one heart that loves Him 
E'er Jhould Jigh with pain, 

Pining for His Prejence, 
Seeking Him in vain, 

He on earth would tarry 

Near to every one, 
That each heart might find Him 

On His Altar-throne. 

Thence He feeks to kindle 
With His Heavenly Fires 

Every heart that truly 
To His Love afpires. 

How that Fire enkindles 

Piercing like a dart. 
He alone is witnejs 

Who has felt its jmart : 

Though the heart approaches 
Cold as falling jhow, 

Soon it melts and kindles 
From the Furnace glow. 

Say ! ye Souls enamoured, 
What blejl flames you feel ; 

Say ! what fiery arrows 
Pierce you as you kneel. 
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When you come to worjhip 

Where your Jesus lies, 
All your love awaiting, 

Hid from mortal eyes. 

Jesus, Food of Angels, 

Monarch of the heart, 
Oh, that I could never 

From Thy Face depart. 

Yes, Thou ever dwellejl 

Here for love of me. 
Hidden Thou remainejl, 

God of Majejly. 

Soon I hope to fee Thee 

And enjoy Thy Love, 
Face to face. Sweet Jesus, 

In Thy Heaven above. 



SL Carol on tfie l^ol? feacrament. 

MAN, and is It, as thou jayejl ? 
The Food on Which thy Soul is fed. 
Is It the blifsful Angels' Bread ? 

And is It fweet to mortal tajle ? 

It is the fame, the wondrous Food, 
Which once the mighty Prophet led 
When from the hateful Queen he fled 

To rejl upon the Mount of God : 
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' For whom, to guard his duty's road, 
Like rain the falling Lightning fped. 
And Jleel clad hojls, like molten lead. 
Were whelmed beneath the fiery flood. 

It is the Food Whofe comfort known 
Can jhield the life from mortal harm ; 
Whoje jweetnefs can the bojbm warm 

To glow beneath the frozen zone : 

The fpicy forejls of Ceylon 

Yield not fo Jlrange or fwcet a charm : 
They cannot Death's jlrong. power dijarm 

With all their groves of cinnamon. 



AIL ! Body bom of Mary, Hail ! 

Christ, Redeemer dear. 
True Man and PerfeS Godhead and 
Living Flesh are here. 

Hail ! Thou our true Salvation, the Way, the Life 

art Thou, 
With Thy Right Hand of Power Jave us from 

evil now. 

Hail ! Blood of Christ, in Heaven the Chalice 

oftheblejl, 
The Water of Redemption to deanfe the jinful 

breajl. 





3|efu, ttobfjj mCCerere* i8i 

Hail ! Blood and faving Water, that from the 

wounded Side 
Of Christ, our dear Redeemer, flowed for us 

when He died. 



3|eCcit no6(iaf mfCerere* 

AIL ! Christ's Body, Manhood Real, 
Of the Virgin Mary born. 
Truly juSering, truly offered 
On the Crojs and hill of jcorn. 
Hail ! for man's Salvation pierced, 
Gaping Wounds and riven Side, 
Whence outflowed with Love unjlinting 

Blood and Water, mingled Tide : 
Now upon that Body feed we 

And of that fweet Fountain drink, 
Lcjl when death relentlejs jeize us 
*Neath the Judge's gaze we Jink. 

Grant that as I fee Thee now 

Veiled beneath the Form of Bread, 

When Thou com'Jl the Heavens to bow 
And to Judge the quick and dead. 

Freed by Thee from every fear 
I may then lift up my head. 

Glad to know and Jee Thee near : 

Thou Who foughtejl earth the dreary, 

Never of our pardon weary, 

Jesu, nobis mijerere. 
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Hail ! O Flesh of Christ, the Viaim 

On the Altar of the Crojs, 
Offered to the Father*s Jujlice, 

Suffering to redeem our lofs : 
By Thy bitter Death redeemed 

May we all Thy Brightnefs fee ; 
Grant us glorious fruition 

Of eternal Joy with Thee : 
Hail ! Thou Word of God Incarnate, 

On Thine Altar Thee we feek, 
Thee the loving Bread of Angels, 

Health and Hope to jick and weak. 

Jesus, hail ! from Heaven defcending. 
On the Crojs Thine Arms extending. 
Healing /in and jbrrow ending : 
Thou of Goodnejs infinite, 

Fount of Pity, Loving Lord, 
Sinners' Hope and Saints' Delight, 

Angels' Praije, Thy Grace accord : 
Thou Who jbughtejl earth the dreary, 
Never of our pardon weary, 
Jesu, nobis mijerere. 

%^msW Upon t^z JXtal ^vttzntt^ 

AKE ! God, Thine Own ; thejc Gifts 
are Thine 
We to Thy holy Altar bring ; 
Yet deign'Jl Thou in Thy Love Divine 
To take them as man's .Offering : 
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Take then Thine Own, for all are Thine— 
Thejc poor Oblations of our Bread and Wine. 

Thou that hajl gained again Thine Home 

Abandoned once for man to die. 
Come in Thy jacred Prefence, come ! 

Clothed in an awful Myjlery ; 
Thy jacred Boon of mighty Love prejcnt, 
Veiled in its Sacramental Element. 

Come ! as Thy Truth hath faid Thou wilt, 

The Food of Life to give ; 
Thy Blood, Thy Body, broken, fpilt, 

That dying man may live : 
Saviour, to us Thy Love extend j 
Jesus, Blejl ViSim of the world, defcend. 

Bow down ! the confecrating hand 

The Myjlic Bread hath broken ; 
Moved by the Power of God's Command 

The BleJQing hath been jpoken : 
Bow down ! bow down ! thy God revere ; 
Veiled in this broken Form thy God is here. 

Bow down ! the hallowed Wine is reared, 

Blejl into Life with Life It flows ; 
A Saviour from the Jins we feared, 

A Strength and Healer of our woes : 
Bow down ! in this blejl Symbol lies 
My Saviour's Blood, Earth's bleeding Sacrifice. 

Come ! Holy Ghost, my Soul fulfil 
With faith to hold this Myjlery ; 
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Unchanged to fight, yet bear they Jlill 

The Very God's Humanity : 
Faith ajks not how, but grafps God*s Word 
As faultlejs Truth to mortal Jcnje preferred. 

Why jeek to know what God hath jealed ? 

Faith were an empty jbund, 
If nought but what our jight revealed 

Around our courfe were found — 
Lord, I believe ; increaje my faith 
To take on trujl whatever the Spirit jaith. 

Come ! Faith, and fit me to receive 
This facred Food whereon I feed ; 

So may the Prejence of His Body give 
Onenejs and fellowjhip indeed ; 

I Joined in Christ and Christ in me, 

A true Communion — yet a Myjlery. 

Joined to His Body, may my body prove 
A worthier member of my jacred Head ; 

May the rich Drops of Blood remove 
The Jlains I loathe, the Wrath I dread : 

Grant that my body and my Soul may find 

Their portion in the Saviour of Mankind. 

oaiience (fiall toe bu? I&reati ? 

HEN /ink our hearts in famine fore, 
Nor vainly feek refrejhment more 
In Jcenes Jo full of joy before. 
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How Jbon wc turn^ how loudly cry 
To Thcc, O Lord/ exalted high 
Whom once our Jlns required to die. 

Wilt Thou, in this our darker day. 
Withhold the Bread of Life we pray 
And leave us fainting by the way ? 

Since we were brethren falje to Thee, 
Wilt Thou to us no Brother be 
But all unmoved our anguijh jee ? 

This we deferve : but Thy true Love 
Its Judgment forms in Heaven above, 
Where earthly pajjion cannot move. 

Ere yet our trembling lips confefs 
The depth of our unworthinefs. 
Thy Voice of Mercy fpeaks to blefs. 

With Thee, O Shepherd good and kind. 
The Bread of Life we richly find 
And jweet repofe in heart and mind. 

With faithful Jleps we follow Thee 
And fwcetly feel that we are free. 
Though jigns of bondage we may fee. 



\ 
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Eemfnffcen0 Beatt &ang:ufnf0« 

ROM their hid Jpring my tears are 

falling. 
My heart the BleJJcd Blood recalling 
Which man's Creator poured for me 
In lavijh torrents from the Tree ; 
It is a Stream of juch Delight 
That none who tajles Jhould ill requite. 

Why dojl Thou jufFer woes Jo many, 
Sweet Jesu ? Sins Thou didjl not any ; 
By Thee came never crime's offence, 
Thou art the Flower of Innocence : 
Thine is the fcourge, the robber I ; 
I am the guilty, Thou dojl die. 

Why for the worthlejs, Price fo great ? 
Is it for earthly wealth or Jlate ? 
Oh, Thou hadjl Glory none may Jhare, 
None can approach it, none declare ; 
Yet with fuch Love Thy Heart did flame 
It made the jhameful Crojs no Jhame. 

If ne'er for what Thy Grace has given 

A praifeful anfwer mounts to Heaven, ^ 

If ne'er with love for Love I burn. 

Nor to Thy Sorrows make return 

In labours dear to God through Thee, 

Woe to the wretched ! woe to me ! 

Oh, can I fee Thee Jlretched on high 
In holiejl death-throes, yet pajs by ? 
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Oh, can I live for ought eljc now 
My little life-jpace ? I do vow 
To Thee an offering utter, whole, 
My two-fold being, flejh and Soul. 

Ye who are now far off, O fly 
Unto the Jweet Crofs lejl ye die ; 
Ye who now live to felf, O Jlrive 
That ye may live to God, and live : 
Would ye be members reckoned ? 
Ye mujl be pierced as was your Head. 

O look not on that Streaming Blood 
With eyes of cold ingratitude ; 
Let there be tears and mighty crying, 
Your God upon the Crofs is dying ; 
And love and grief to Him are due 
Who loved and grieved to Blood for you. 

Lo ! He has bought a Kingdom blejl 
And fet for man a Port of rejl ; 
No key can ope that Kingdom's door. 
No jhip can reach the happy Shore 
Except amain they fajhioned be 
Of nails and wood from Calvary. 

Hail ! Blood, Which quickenejl man within. 

And Jlreaming bid'Jl him enter in : 

If any Jin-Jlain foul my Soul 

In Mercy wajh me, make me whole ; 

And till I go hence, each new want 

With new-born Bounty heed and grant. 



PART IV. 

Cbe Communjom 

THE SACRAMENTAL PORTION OF 
THE DIVINE OFFICE, 

%^t &ourtf 3|nl)ftatfotu 

HE Board fs jpread with Meats 
Divine, 
O worn with jlrire and JbUed with 
/m. 
Draw near, love-thlrjling Sool of 
mine, 
Draw near and take thy Saviour In. 

I fee the white prepared Board, 

I hear the Words of Love and Grace, 
But canfl Thou deign to dwell, O Lord, 

Within Jo foul and Jblled a place ? 
Fair was thejhrine the Prophet-chief 

Made for Thy Dwelling-place of old. 
With curtain fine and Almond leaf, 

And Shiuim Jhaft and ring of gold. 
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More fair on green Moriah's breajl 

The Houfc the Monarch reared for Thee, 

With cojlly gems and odours drejl. 
With burning lamp and molten jea, 

With Cedar flower and carven Palm, 

In purejl gold of Parvaim Jet, 
And pillars hung, like jhips a-calm. 

Each fpell-bound in its gilded net. 

Poor heart ; ah, where thy hallowed fires ? 

Thy gold of confecrated days. 
The broidered veil of pure dejires. 

The cedar-jcented Jongs of praife? 

A nobler hand to grace Thy Jhrine^ 

Gems of more wondrous beauty brought. 

Gave all the reafoning powers Divine, 
The light of Love, the wealth of thought. 

Ah, me ! the world has come between 
Thy Soul and Christ ; the gold is dim ; 

The floor is foiled He made fo clean ; 
Is this a dwelling fit for Him ? 

Yet, come ! I Jee the Wine, the Bread : 
That Blood can wajh away thy Jin ; 

Draw near, my Soul, and be thou fed, 
Nor doubt but Christ will enter in. 
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FT as I aS or think or jpeak, 

Comes battle of two Wills within. 
This like an Infant poor and weak. 
That like a Demon Jlrong for Jin, 

This labours, flatteringly alive, 
As if a cold fpark went and came ; 

That other doth againjl it drive 
Red torrents of devouring flame. 

Yet, mark th* exceeding Power of God, 
How like a rock His Promife Jlands — 

That Demon to the dujl is trod. 
Slain by the feeble Infant hands. 

That fluttering life fo faint and cold, 
That one pale fpark of pure dejire 

Sun-like arifes, and behold ! 

God's Rainbow in the falls of fire. 

O Myjlery far beyond my thought ! 

I trembled on the brink of Hell : 
Into what Paradife am I caught ! 

What Heavenly anthems round me Jwell ! 
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Wittbnm &upernum proHfen^^ 

HE Heavenly Word proceeding forth, 
Yet leaving not the Father's Side, 
Accomplijhing His Work on earth 
Had reached at length life's eventide. 

By falje Difdple to be given 

To foemen for His Life athirjt, 
Himjelf the Very Bread of Heaven 

He gave to His Difciples firjl. 

He gave Himfelf in either Kind, 

His Precious Flesh, His Precious Blood, 
In Love's own fulnejs thus dejigned 

Of the whole man to be the Food, 

By birth their Fellow-man was He ; 

Their Meat when Jitting at the board ; 
He died their Ranfomer to be ; 

He ever reigns their great Reward* 

O Saving ViSim, opening wide 
The gate of Heaven to man below, 

Our foes prejs on from every Jide, 

Thine Aid fupply, Thy Strength bejlow. 
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HY glory beams throughout the worlds 

O marvellous, O blejjed Tree, 
Whereon the fpotlefs ViSim hung, 
And won in death the ViSory. 
The cedar lifts its mighty head, 
But equals not Thy majejly ; 
No noxious apple dojl thou bear. 
But Fruit of Life and Liberty. 

O Christ, Thou King of Holinejs, 

Whofe Token is this blejfed Crofs, 
Each day, each hour be Thou our Guard, 

And let us never mourn Thy lofs. 
Now let our heart and tongue unite, 

And let their voice be pure and true, 
That we may fitly pay to Thee 

The praije and glory ever due. 

^jmn Of tl^e l^olp jFeaft^ 

KING of Beauty, Lord of Love, 

. True Bread and living Stay, 
How dojl Thou fweet Refrejhment 
prove 
To pilgrims on their way. 

O precious Drops, that from yon Fount 

Of Comfort ever flow. 
Who tajle of Theje all toil jurmount, 

They Jweeten every woe. 
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Manna Celejlial daily fpread. 
Drink from the Rock outpoured, 

Thus through the wild are nourijhed 
Thy jbrrowing Children, Lord. 

Thrice blejjcd they whom Thou dojl feed, 

Who on Thy Breajl recline ; 
With Thee indeed no more they need, 

Who giv'Jl Thyfelf to Thine, 




^tlU&tavt^lns at Communfom 

ORD, at this moment Thou art furely 
here 

And I Thy Prejcnce feel ; 
I feel Thy pitying Eye rejl on my head, 
I hear Thy gentle Footjleps near me tread. 
And at Thy Feet I kneel. 

I kneel ; I tell Thee all my inmojl woe, 

Tell of a load of Jin ; 
I ajk Thy Mercy, Pardon and Relief; 
I Jhow Thee all my bitter, bitter grief, 

The deep dijlrejs within. 

I count my years to Thee a wajled life 

With jb much left undone ; 
It looks fo fad— now that Thyjelf art near 
Thy Human Life jhines out jb pure and clear, 
And mine in Jin has run. 
o 
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Lord, while I f^e Thy Wounds I fed ft all. 

Too much for me to bear ; 
I need to draw new Life in every breath ; 
I need a Refcue in the hour of death. 

And One my griefs to Jhare. 

And while I lay this fadnefs at Thy Feet, 

I feel Thee nearing me — 
Stretch forth thine hand — I know Thy healing 

Voice ; 
It makes this weary, mournful heart rejoice, 

And draws me nearer Thee, 

Nearer and nearer Jlill ; offers Thyjelf 

In wondrous Myjlery ; 
Unites me with Thee and Thyfelf with me. 
In forrow, Joy, through life, through death, to be 

Thine in Eternity, 

HEN the Patriarch was returning 
Crowned with triumph from the 
fray, 
Him the peaceful King of Salem 
Came to meet upon his way. 

Meekly bearing Bread and Wine, 
Holy Priejlhood's awful Sign. 

On the Truth thus dimly Jhadowed 
Later days a lujlre Jhed, 
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When the great High Priejl eternal. 
Under Forms of Wine and Bread, 
For the world's immortal Food 
Gave His Flesh and gave His Blood. 

Wondrous Gift ! the Word Who moulded 

All things by His Might Divine 
Bread into His Body changes, 
Into His Own Blood the Wine ; 

What though fenje no change perceives ? 
Faith admires, adores, believes* 

He Who once to die a ViSim 
On the Crofs did not refuje, 
Day by day upon our Altars 
That fame Sacrifice renews ; 

Through His holy Priejlhood's hands, 
Faithful to His lajl Commands. 

While the people all uniting 

In the Sacrifice Jublime 
OfiFer Christ to His High Father, 
Offer up themjelves with Him, 
Then, together with the Priejl, 
On the living ViSim feajl. 

Sin (Euc^arfttfc prager^ 

ESU, to Thy Table led. 
Now let every heart be fed 
With the True and Living Bread. 
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While in penitence we kneel 
Thy jweet Prefence let us feel. 
All Thy wondrous Love reveaU 

While on Thy dear Crojs we gaze 
Mourning o'er our Jinful ways. 
Turn our Jadnefs into praije. 

Draw us to Thy wounded Side 
Whence there flowed the healing Tide ; 
There our jlns and forrows hide. 

From the bonds of Jin releaje. 
Cold and wavering faith increaje. 
Lamb of God, grant us Thy Peace* 

Lead us by Thy pierced Hand, 
Till around Thy Throne we Jland 
In the bright and better Land* 

Winim toftfi Cfirfft. 

NE holds me fajl: kept in His pure 
Embrace 

I rejl in peace ; 
Flows on my weary heart His jbftening 
Grace 
And troubles ceaje. 

Though cold the jlorm and fierce the blajling wind 

I do not fear, 
For in His Breajl a Covert fafe I find ; 

No Jlorm comes there. 
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He Jhields me tenderly, my Spoufe, my Love ; 

He guides me on 
To Manjions fair, prepared for me above 

Where He has gone. 

He feeds me, lejl I faint or fall or die. 

With Food from Heaven : 
He His Own Self in wondrous Myjlery 

To me has given. 

He draws me to Himfelf ; I needs mujl go ; 

I cannot Jlay : 
No earthly tie mujl bind me here below : 

But far away. 

Where, 'mid the countlejs throngs of Angels bright 

And Spirits blejl 
He reigns, my God and King, my Jble Delight, 

I long to rejl. 



^mia tiefcentien0 CoeUtu0^ 

READ, Which from above dejcendeth. 
Whence the Strength within us grows, 
Which to us new Life extendeth 
And abundant Grace bejlows ; 

May Christ be that Feajl unto us 
Which true Nourijhment imparts. 

And the Cup which doth renew us 
Filling full of Joy our hearts. 
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Splendour of the Light of Heaven 
Whom unceajing praijes greet. 

As at Thy Lajl Supper given, 
Give us of Thy Flesh to eat. 

Heavenly Banquet of the living, 
Glory in Redemption Jhown, 

Rejl unto the humble giving, 

Make the Blijs of Heaven our own. 

To the Memory Jlill returning 
Of Thy Death for us accurjl. 

Snatch us from the Lake of burning. 
Thou Who didjl exclaim— I thirjl. 

Glory, Lord, we give adoring 
Thee for all Thy Blejpngs pajl ; 

Be Thou prejent, ever pouring 
Light on Fejlival and Fajl. 



Come to tl^e ifeaff^ 

OME to the Feajl ! your King obey ; 
Come to the Feajl ! your Saviour 
iind; 
All vain excujes cajl away 
And leave your worldly cares behind : 
Come to the Feajl ! but oh, beware ; 
The King Himfelf will judge you there — 
One Robe alone His Guejl muji wear. 
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Still, L0RD9 Thy Servants call in vain : 
Men walk as fools and dream they live ; 

Thy richejl Banquet they dijdain 

And take the hujks the world can give ; 

Seeming to live they love to die. 

Though Angels ever pajs them by 

With Bread of Immortality, 

O God of Wijdom, make us wife 
To know Thy Will and love it bejl, 

To count Thy BleJJing all our prize 
And find Thy Service fweetejl rejl ; 

Then Faith and Love again jhall win 

All that we lojl in days of Jin, 

And Heavenly Peace on earth begin. 

REATIVE Word, That didjl of old 

Make Life and Light to be, 
Still in Thy Church Thy Power unfold 
Through Thy own Minijlry ; 
Still let Thy Spirit's brooding Wing 

Through Water Life impart, 
And from Thyfelf new Nature bring 
To every mortal heart. 

When in Thy Perfon on Thy Day 

Thy Servant breaks the Bread, 
And bids the hallowed Cup convey 

The Blood Which Thou hajl Jhed ; 
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Oh prefenty then. Incarnate Lord, 
Touch Thou each heart with Fire 

Till Thou art longed-for and adored, 
Man's firjl and lajl Dejire. 

When Thy Ambajflfador proclaims 

Thy unexhaujled Grace ; 
And bids us Jeek in slRs and aims 

The beauty of Thy Face ; 
When He the myjlic Book unrolls, 

Then Icjl he /peak in vain 
Take Subjlance, Saviour, of our Souls 

And there be born again* 

O Jesu God, O Jesu Man, 

Thou, Lord of Power and Might, 
Didjl love us ere our life began, 

Dojl love us day and night : 
Come ! Jesu, through Thy Spirit come ! 

That we may come through Thee, 
And dwell in our Dear Father's Home 

Through all Eternity. 




E bidden, come ! the Servants cried — 

For all is ready now, 
He Jits at meat Whom gravedothes tied, 
With oil He decks His Brow. 
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Come all ! not worthy were the few 

That firfl He bade to Jlay ; 
They choje the world— the Mejfagc flew 

Which called the world away. 

Come all ! earth's utmojl bounds are won 

To fill the Banquet-hall ; 
When all that Jesus bids is done 

There yet is room for all. 

No herdjmen at the fountains wait 

To Jbund the call to Jlrife, 
No E/ek there, nor Sitnah's hate 

Bejide the Springs of Life. 

The Land is fruitful, all Jhall dwell 

So jundered now in one ; 
The rivers parted at the well 

Shall meet before the Throne. 



2De feuperna ^ietarcfiia^ 

ROM the mojl holy Place above 

In the world's latter day 
The Wisdom True of God came down 
To guide us on our way ; 
Oh, we had ever longed for Him 

And He at lajl was given, 
Mary the Virgin's Blcjed Child, 
Jesus, the mortal's Haven. 
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Great was He ever ; great the name 

The Holy Virgin won. 
When by a Miracle Jhe rofe 

Mother to Juch a Son ; 
He takes this lojl world's jin away. 

Forward with Might He goes. 
And in the van of fainting men 

Doth pat to flight their foes. 

There was no forrow in His Home, 

There was no death on high. 
He fought Him Flesh to Jbrrow in, 

A Crofs that He might die ; 
He is the righteous Lawgiver, 

And yet Himjelf He gave 
Unto the Law's mojl bitter jcourge, 

Us from its curje to Jave. 

For lo ! the Lamb was lifted up 

Upon the cruel Tree, 
And He was Jacriiiced for us. 

Incarnate Charity ; 
Thus our marred life was built again — 

Upon each infant brow 
The Sign of Him Who faves is Jet, 

And Heaven is open now. 

It was the night He was betrayed 

When in an Upper Room 
With His loved Twelve He fat at meat. 

Knowing what foon jhould come : 
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He blcjcd and brake the Holy Bread 

And faid — O hearken ye 
Who doubt Him— This My Body is ; 

Do this remembering Me. 

He ceajed. Anon He /pake again, 

God's Holy Son and True, 
And thus the Gift unjpeakable 

Came in the Chalice too ; 
It had made glad man's heavy heart. 

But then his All It Jlood, 
The Drink of the new Paradijc, 

The Word Incamate's Blood. 

This Myjlery is hid in God, 

This can none eljc explore. 
Be Thou content to wait awhile. 

Believe, embrace, adore ; 
But be thou ware to eat and drink 

If Jlave to Jin thou be. 
Only the pure and guilelejs heart 

Can take It worthily. 

Say ! canjl thou love as Peter loved ? 

Behold thy Peace is here ; 
Art thou a Judas ? in thy jins 

Come not, O Traitor, near ; 
This is the jujl man's Aliment, 

This arms him for the fray ; 
But whofo lacks a Wedding-robe 

Is the Foe's certain prey. 
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Thine is this Marvel, BlejQfed Christ, 

Thine would Its Jharers be ; 
O fave us from eternal Wrath, 

Clothe us with Chajlity : 
Thou hajl rejlored the breach ; to Thee 

For Health and Peace we come ; 
Make us more worthy of Thy Gift ; 

Bring us more near our Home. 




C|e 9^?(tetp Of SDftfne Hote. 

Y God, my God, how Jhall I dare 
To tajlethat more than Angels' Food, 
The Body of my Rijen Lord, 
My Saviour's Precious Blood ? 

Shall lips impure prejume to touch 

The Chalice of that pure Joy-wine ? 
Shall aught but jinlejs hand receive 
The wondrous Bread Divine ? 

I were not meet to Jhare the crumbs 

That chance to fall Thy Table round, 
Nor even with unjandalled feet 

To tread Thy hallowed Ground, 

Didjl Thou not welcome broken hearts 
And contrite to Thy Marriage-feajl ; 
Thy Grace bejlowing on the lajl, 
Thy Mercy on the leajl. 
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Thy Form on darkened hill of jhame 
Erjl lifeless hung 'mid foemen rude, 
And there Redemption's myjlic Fount 
The trembling earth bedewed* 

That riven Form at God's Right Hand 

Now fills rejplendent Kingly Throne, « it h' 

And yet, as in that far-off hour, 
We are not left alone. 

'Tis all we need : time's finite line 

To Jbund Eternity Jhall fail. 
Nor may we Jeek from cloud-wrapt Sun 
To rend away the veil. 

Soft Jhines upon our mournful Jlream 

A tender ray — ^why crave for more ? 
Where Reajbn folds her baffled wings. 
Undaunted Faith may Joan 

SleCu €ltmtm^ pte SDeujS^ 

ESUS, God of Grace above, 
Jesus Sweet, and all my Love, 
Jesus Good, O Jesus Mild, 
Son of God, and Mary's Child, 

Who the Blijs can freely tell 

Felt by thoje who love Thee well, 

Thofe by faith bound fajl to Thee, 

ThoJe who Joy with Thee to be ? 

Oh, the fweetnejs let me Jhow 

With Thy holy Love to glow ; 
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With Thee to endure and weep, 
With Thee ever joy to keep. 
Majejly of boundlejs Jcope 
All our Lovcy our Life and Hope, 
Make us worthy Thee to fee, 
Make us ever dwell with Thee ; 
That in blijsful Joy and fight 
We may chant in Realms of Light, 
In Heaven's Life effulgent glow; 
Amen, Jesus, be it fo. 




Conference Utiix>ttn C|riS, tltt &aint0, 

anH t^e &ouU 

AM pale with jick dejire, 

For my heart is far away 
From this world's fitful fire 
And this world's waning day ; 
In a dream it overleaps 

A world of tedious ills 
To where the funjhine Jleeps 
On th* everlajling hills. 
Say the Saints — There Angels eafe us, 

Glorified and white. 
They fay— We rejl in Jesus, 
Where is not day nor night. 

My Soul faith — I have fought 
For a home that is not gained. 
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I have jpent yet nothing bought^ 

Have laboured but not attained ; 
My pride Jlrove to rije and grow, 

And hath but dwindled down ; 
My love Jbught love, and lo ! 

Hath not attained its crown. 

Say the Saints — Frejh Souls fncreaje us. 
None languijh nor recede* 

They Jay — ^We love our Jesus, 
And He loves us indeed* 

I cannot rije above, 

I cannot rejl beneath, 
I cannot iind out Love, 

Nor ejcape from Death ; 
Dear hopes and joys gone by 

Still mock me with a name ; 
My bejl beloved die 

And I cannot die with them. 

Say the Saints — ^No deaths decreaje us, 
Where our rejl is glorious. 

They jay — We live in Jksus, 
Who once died for us. 

Oh, my Soul, jhe beats her wings 

And pants to fly away 
Up to immortal Things 

In the Heavenly day : 
Yet jhe flags and almojl faints ; 

Can juch be meant for me ? 
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Come and fee — fay the Saints. 
Saith Jesus — Come and Jee. 
Say the Saints — His Pleajbres pleaje us 

Before God and the Lamb. 
Come and tajle My Sweets — Jaith Jesus — 

Be with Me where I am. 



RUE Bread of Life, in pitying Mercy 

given 
II Long-famijhed Souls to Jlrengthen 
and to feed ; 

Christ jEsuSy Son of God, true Bread of Heaven 
Thy Flesh is Meat, Thy Blood is Drink in- 
deed. 
I cannot famijh though this earth Jhould fail, 
Though life through all its fields jhould pine 
and die. 
Though the Jweet verdure Jhould forjake each vale. 
And every Jlream of every land run dry. 

Thee, Tree of Life, of Thee I eat and live, 

Who eatcth of Thy Fruit Jhall never die ; 
•Tis Thine the everlajling Health to give, 

The youth and bloom of Immortality. 
Feeding on Thee all weaknejs turns to power ; 

This Jickly Soul revives like earth in Jpring ; 
Strength floweth oh and in, each buoyant hour ; 

This being Jeems all energy, all wing. 
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LORIOUS ObjeS of our pralfc, 
BleJOfed Fount of Happine/s, 
While in faith our voice we raijc 
Look on us and hear and blejs. 
Open here the glorious Heaven 

Where Thy Majejly is known ; 
Now let living Light be given 

From the Splendour of Thy Throne. 
Vijit usy and make us fee 

Thy Salvation here below ; 
Till, presented unto Thee, 

We jhall all its Sweetnejs know. 
Fill our hearts with Heavenly Love, 

Make us Jlrong to do Thy Will, 
Let Thy Spirit from above 

His refrejhing Dews injlil ; 
Show the riches of Thy Grace, 

Rain the Jacred Manna down, 
Make us one in Thy Embrace, 

Let Thy Love the Union crown. 
Ever-bleJDTed God, behold 

Not the vilenejs of our Jlate ; 
But how Good Thou art unfold, 

And how mercifully Great. 
Though defpifed we look to Thee, 

Deign to hear our earnejl cry ; 
Let us Thy fweet Mercy Jee, 

Give us, Lord, a large fupply. 

F 
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Deity, Supreme o'er all, 

Condejcend to Jhow Thy Love ; 

While before Thy Feet we fall 
Pour Thy BlejQiing from above. 




%lt ^mtn SUtax^%ltt. 

JESU, it were Jurely Jweet 
To fit and lijlen at Thy Feet, 
With thojc who in Thy Life drew near 
Thy Words of wondrous Grace to hear. 

And it were fweet to walk with Thee 
Along the Jhores of Galilee, 
Or fafe embarked in Peter*s boat 
O'er its blue waves with Thee to float. 

Yet Jwecter far it is to pray 
Before Thine Altar-throne to-day, 
And feel the Love which bids Thee lie 
Thus wrapt in holiejl Myjlery. 

Hail! Jesus, hail ! my Dearejl Lord, 
By Seraph-choirs in Heaven adored ; 
Hail! Jesus, Who art Hidden thus 
On this poor earth for Love of us. 
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OUL of Jesus, once for mc 
Offered on the Jhameful Tree, 
Heal, and make me by that Care 
Pure as Thou Thyjelf art Pure ; 
Thou of Life the Fountain fair. 
Draw me in and keep me there. 

Form of Jesus, One with God, 
Who the dreadful wineprejs trod, 
Man of Sorrows drowned in grief, 
Thou of fm the fok Relief, 
Be Thy Sacramental Power 
Prejent at my dying hour. 

Holy Jesus, Great I Am, 
Shining in a Spotlejs Lamb, 
Gentle as the Heavenly Dove, 
Thou the Lord of Light and Love, 
By Thy Pajpon, by Thy Prayer 
Snatch me from my own dejpair. 

Hide me where that Wound was given 
Piercing to the Heart of Heaven ; 
Hide me where thoje nails unmeet 
Rent Thy Hands and fixed Thy Feet ; 
Hide me where red Drops ran down 
From that fad acanthine Crown. 
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Blood of Jesus, crimjbn Sea, 
Glorious as eternity, 
Fathomlefs, alone, Jablime, 
Boondlejs Bath of haman crime. 
Me the leper, vile and mean. 
Plunge me there and make me dean. 

Water, from that jacred Side 
Of a God Who groaned and died. 
Blending with the purple Gore 
When His Agony was o'er, 
Plow in Mercy full and free. 
Plow for jlnners, flow for me* 

Holy Jesus, let me be 
Never Jeparate from Thee ; 
Prom the malice of the Poe 
Ward me in the vale of woe ; 
Let me, yielding up my breath, 
Pind a Paradije in death. 

There no more jhall night be known 
Safely projlrate at Thy Throne ; 
Called by Thee to realms of day 
Where all tears are wiped away, 
Jesu, Thou my Rejl Jhalt be, 
Paith hath found her home in Thee. 
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^zWssxt %\it\ Hen iefuiS Hecfeet* 

HIS holy Fcajl, by Jesus fpread. 
Makes glad yet fills my Soul with dread ; 

Such confliS who can quell ? 
We eat for better or for worje ; 
I fee before me, BleJJingy Curje, 
Life, Death, or Heaven, or Hell. 

Yet, Lord, I come ! Thou dojl invite ; 
But firjl be fitting Robe of white 

With Jealous care put on ; 
While I by faith my heart prepare, 
And Jo that fejlal Garment wear 

Which Thou Thyfelf hajl won. 

Friend among ten thoujand chief, 
Good Shepherd, bring me quick relief. 

My faltering footjleps Jlay ; 
Set free my limbs for I am bound. 
Heal me, I have a deadly wound. 

Lead me, Pve gone ajlray. 

My thirjl and hunger let me jlake 
And freely Life's pure Waters take. 

Thou, Whom my Soul doth prize ; 
Oh, Javc me, funk in grievous plight, 

1 grope in darknefs, give me Light, 

Give Life to one who dies. 
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O Lord, with rigoar chide not one 
Who Juppliant comes before Thy Throne, 

Spam not in Anger fierce ; 
With heart and knee before Thee bowed. 
Let this my prayer pierce through the cloud, 

To Thy bright Prcjcnce pierce. 

Lord, let Thy Flesh, Which in my Jlead 
Once bore the Crofs, be now my Bread ; 

And Thy mojl Precious Blood — 
Let not that Stream have flowed in vain, 
But let theje Both my Jlrength jujlain 

And be my highejl Good. 
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FOOD that weary Pilgrims love, 
O Bread of Angel Hojls above, 

O Manna of the Saints, 
The hungry Soul would feed on Thee, 
Ne'er may the heart unjblaced be 
Which for Thy Sweetnejs faints. 

O Fount of Love, O deanjing Tide, 
Which from the Saviour's pierced Side 

And Jacred Heart dojl flow. 
Be ours to drink of Thy pure Rill 
Which only can our Spirits fill 

And all we need bejlow. 



O Jesu, Whom, by Power Divine 
Now hidden *neath the oatward Sign, 

We worjhip and adore. 
Grant when the veil away is rolled 
With open Face we may behold 

Thyjclf for evermore. 
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HRISTIAN, did no one, thinkejl thou, 
behold thee 
What time thou fainted'Jl in the noon-* 
day heat ? 

Heard'Jl thou no Angel's voice which jweetly told 
thee — 
The Journey k too great ; Arije and eat. 

An Angelas voice? Nay, 'twas thy God that 
/pake it 
In fonder tones than Angel could repeat : 
Himfelf the Food, His own the Hands that 
brake It ; 
His own the Words that bade thee — Rife and 
eat : 

This is the Bread of Life Which came from 
Heaven, 
And now for thee is on My Table fpread ; 
This is My Body Which for Thee was given, 
And This My Blood Which for thy Jins was 
Jhed. 
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Oh, fainting, faltering wanderer, art thou able 
Still to refufe thy Sappliant God's Reqaejl ? 

Be iilledi ye hangry, from My bounteous Table ; 
And come, ye weary, I will give you rejl. 

Oh, may His gracious, oft-urged Invitation 
Subdue thee with its tones fo foft and fweet ; 

Mayjl thou, at length, with heartfelt adoration 
And tearful penitence — Arije and eat. 

Another Banquet is for thee preparing, 
Another Feajl thy longing eyes Jhall greet ; 

An AngePs voice Jhall break thy rejl, declaring — 
Behold, all things are ready ; Rije and eat. 



Slpptoac'b to Communfom 

ORD, to Thine Altar we draw near ; 
Oh, fence us round with holy fear. 
And o'er our trembling fpirits jhed 
The feeling of Thy Prcjence dread : 

We bow the head, we bend the knee 

Before Thine awful Majejly, 

Befeeching Thee with favouring Eyes 

To look upon our Sacrifice. 

Our conflift. Lord, Thou know'Jl it all. 
The thoufand foes which fajl enthrall 
Our captive Souls, that would be free 
From every taint to worjhip Thee — 
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The vain dejircy the wandering thought 
With worldlinefs and folly fraught^ 
The earthly joy, the earthly care, 
That haunt us in the Houfe of Prayer ; 

The doubts, the quejlionings of mind 
That will perforce an entrance find, 
Seeking to rob us of the prize 
That faith would meekly realize ; 
Th* Accufer*s ceafelefs voice within 
Whijpering of unforgiven Jin, 
To make the wounded Soul retreat 
In terror from Thy Mercy-Seat. 

The World, the Flejh, and Satan's rage, 
Our threefold foe. Thou canjl ajfuage, 
Who by Thine own Almighty Power 
Did'Jl quell them in their fiercejl hour : 
Oh, let Thy new and rijen Life 
Within our Souls fubdue the Jlrife, 
And help us, Lord, that we may fee 
Thy Presence here, and worjhip Thee. 



diu0 toe confef0 t^t &abfout'0 Hobe^ 

HITS we confefs the Saviour's Love, 

His lajl Command we thus obey, 
Who came in Mercy from above, 
And died to take our guilt away. 
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O come ! with lively faith partake 

This blejfed Cup^ this hallowed Bread, 

His Body broken for oar fake. 
His Precious Blood for Jinners Jhed. 

With holy joy that Love adore 
Which faved as from eternal pain ; 

How deep for as the Woe He bore ! 

How vajl the Blijs through Him we gain ! 

And did He pay the cojlly Price 
Our captive Spirits to redeem ? 

Henceforth, a living Sacrifice, 
Oh, let us yield ourjelves to Him. 



JESUS, Bruifed and Wounded more 

Thanburjled grape or bread of wheat, 
The Life of Life within our Souls, 
The Cup of our Salvation Jweet, 
We come to Jhow Thy dying Hour, 

Thy Jlreaming Vein, Thy Broken Flesh ; 
And Jlill the Blood is warm to fave. 
And jlill the fragrant Wounds are frejh« 

O Heart that, with a double Tide 
Of Blood and Water maketh pure ; 

O Flesh once offered on the Crofs, 
The Gift that makes our pardon fure ; 





Let never more oar jinful Souls 
The anguijh of Thy Crojs renew. 

Nor forge again the cruel nails 

That pierced Thy ViSim Body through, 

READ of Life, Divinely Jweet, 
Faithful Souls may take and eat, 

'Tis the Manna God hath jent : 
Gentle Lamb of God, in Thee 
That great Sacrifice we fee 

Which the Law and Prophets meant. 
Though but common Bread appear, 
Thine Own Flesh is hidden here, 

On It now by faith we feed : 
Holy Spirit, on us jhine, 
Seven-fold Gifts of Grace are Thine, 
Make It now our Meat indeed. 

Souls are quickened, blejl and fed. 
When they eat this living Bread, 

Uncorruptedly the fame ; 
All their guilt is purified 
By the Flesh of Him Who died— 

Glory to His precious Name. 
Thus Thy facred Cup of Blood, 
And Thy Flesh our myjlic Food 

Cheer us while on earth we live ; 
But in Heaven to meet Thee, Lord, 
There to feajl around Thy Board, 

This will boundlefs Rapture give. 
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YSTERIOUS is Thy Prcfencc, Lord, 
Awful Thy Power Divine ; 
The water hears Thy faintejl Word 
And blujhes into wine. 

The clouds that round us dark and low 
With threatening afpeS move. 

If Thou dojl look upon them, glow 
With rainbow lights of love. 

The grain that from the Jbwer's hand 

Is jcattered on the mould, 
Soon in the valleys thick Jhall Jland 

Returned a thoufand fold. 

The dews which evening Jkies dijlil 

Around the creeping vine. 
At Thy Command arife and iill 

The blood-red grape with wine. 

Thus holy Truths around us lie 

Doing their humble part, 
But wanting the attentive eye 

And the believing heart. 

Thus at Thy Holy Feajl, O Lord, 

We kneel, and we believe 
That That which Thy creative Word 

Hath made It we receive. 



i 



Myjlerious Truth, which human pride 

Mujl bow to and adore, 
Which in our heart of hearts we hide, 

Believe and ajk no more. 




AIL ! Flesh of Christ the Regal, 

Hail ! Food that feeds the Flock, 
The new Law's Heavenly Manna, 
The Spiritual Rock ; 
Can the blind world rejeft Thee ? 

Oh, Thou art All to us. 
Adorable for ever 

And wholly Marvellous. 

With adoration hourly. 

With voices Heavenly Jweet, 
The Faithful give Thee Glory 

As it is right and meet ; 
And Thou wilt deign accept them— * 

But would they feed on Thee 
They mujl be pure and Jlainlejs, 

For Thou art Purity, 

The Bride gives Thee her worjhip 
Who art the Bread of Life ; 

Thou Guide unto the pilgrim. 
Thou Peace where guilt is rife : 
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Salvation's Bread, O fill us 
With Thy unclouded Joy, 

Sweet Pood of Satisfafiion, 
Pure Drink which cannot cloy. 

Oh, be Thou nigh to guard us. 

The fallen one's Stay Thou art, 
Balm to the weary moumer, 

Joy to the breaking heart ; 
Thou didjl go flrjl to light us, 

Thou hajl the path full trod ; 
Guide through this world of grieving 

Into the Joy of God. 



i 
^ 




Corpus CfirtSf^ 

HESE Wounds I hail,0 Lord my God, 
Por they were JufFered once for me ; 
My ranjbm was Thy Precious Blood, 
My confidence is fixed in Thee. 

Oh, Sacrifice beyond compare. 

High Priejl and ViSim both in One ; 
All Love, all Light, all Wife, all Pair, 

The Virgin-Born, the Pather's Son. 

Ten thoujand thoufand daily feed 

On Thee, and find their Graces grow ; 
Sweet Help in every time of need, i 

The Well whence Heavenly Waters flow. 



Lo ! how the broken-hearted come 
To fee their Saviour on the Crojs, 

And then return in comfort home 

To count for Him all things but drojs. 

Sweet Jesus, Jlretch abroad Thine Arms, 
Embrace the world Thou hajl redeemed ; 

Thy Voice Jhall hujh its loud alarms, 

Aad darknejs fly where Thou hajl beamed. 

Thou with Thy Saints jhalt reign alone 
From Jhore to Jhore, from pole to pole ; 

And Glory round Thy holy Throne 
Shall in eternal /urges rolL 

And till the Trump of God may found 
Thy Church on earth Jhall projlrate fall, 

In praije and prayer and h3rmns profound 
To worjhip Thee, the Lord of All. 

(Sibt na tW SDap out SDafl? 25real)i^ 

THOU our Father, throned in 

Heaven, 
Deep reverence to Thy Name be given : 
Thy Kingdom hajlening come : Thy 
Will 
In earth, as Heaven, let all fulfil : 
The Bread by which we daily live 
Daily difpenfe : as we forgive 
Thofe who againjl ourfelves tranfgrefs 
Forgive us. Lord, our trefpafs : 
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Nor lead us in temptation's way, 

Bat refcue from Satanic j\vay : 

For Thine the Kingdom, Lord, the Power 

And Glory — Thine for evermore. 



SLU^ WLtmm Corpus; natuim 

AIL to Thee ! True Body, Sprung 
From the Virgin Mary's Womb, 
The Same that on the Crofs was hung 

And bore for man the bitter doom ; 
Hear us, Merciful and Mild, 
Jesu, Mary's Gracious Child. 

From Whofe Side for Jinners riven 

Water flowed and mingled Blood, 
Mayjl Thou, Dcarcjl Lord, be given 
In death's hour to be my Food ; 
Hear us. Merciful and Mild, 
Jesu, Mary's Gracious Child. 



Communion ^va^itv, 

ORD, when before Thy Throne we meet 
Thy Goodnefs to adore, 
From Heaven th' eternal Mercy-Jeat 
On us Thy BleJQiing pour, 
And make our inmojl Souls to be 
An habitation meet for Thee* 
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The Body for our Ranjbm given. 

The Blood in Mercy Jhed, 
With this immortal Food from Heaven, 

Lord, let our Souls be fed ; 
And as we round Thy Table kneel 
Help us Thy quickening Grace to feel. 

Be Thou, O Holy Spirit, nigh. 

Accept the humble prayer. 
The contrite Soul's repentant Jigh, 

The Jinner*8 heartfelt tear ; 
And let our adoration rife 
As fragrant incenje to the Jkies. 




^^ep neeli not to liepart^ 

HEY need not to depart. 

Give ye them Food to eat, 
Nor fend away in the world's mart 
To buy them meat. 

There be the Gofpels four 

And the Apojlles' Deeds, 
Five Barley-loaves laid up in jlore 
Againjl their needs ; 

And there be Fijhes twain. 

Choice Sacraments of Grace ; 
They Jhall not afk for Food in vain 
In defert place. 
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And He is here to blejs 

Who hath a Table fpread, 
And oiFers in the wildemejs 
His Flesh for Bread. 

The child of tender age 

May feed on Gofpel lore, 
The cravings of the wijejl Jage 
Demand no more. 

And Sacramental Food 

To feeble and to jlrong, 
The Gift of Life and Life renewed 
To all belong. 

Ho ! every one that will 
Come freely and partake ; 
, Your Souls with Gofpel Manna fill 
For Jesus* fake. 

Yet while enough for all 

That precious Food is found, 
Let not one Fragment wajled fall 
Unto the ground. 

^mlttntt after long: m^tu 

UR Lord in Words of Heavenly Wif- 

dom Jaid — 
We mujl not cajl to dogs the Children's 
Bread : 

Yet even dogs, within their majler's hall, 
May eat the crumbs that from his table fall. 
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My Father, here a Child unworthy comes 
Beneath Thy Board to gather up the Crumbs ; 
No longer worthy to be called Thy Child, 
So far has Jin my wayward heart beguiled. 

Thy Grace preventing called me by my name 
When yet unconjcious to the Font I came ; 
Made Child of God by free Adoption there, 
And taught to call Thee Father in my prayer. 
Yet have I followed worldly ways and vain. 
And empty hujks are all that now remain ; 
On Joys unreal have I my fubjlance fpent, 
My feet are bare, my garments foiled and rent. 

Now taking with me words, I Jlraight arife. 
To feck my Father in this woful guife ; 
For well I know a parent's bowels yearn 
Whene'er he Jces a long-lojl Child return. 
Before affliSion came I went ajlray. 
But now am bent to keep Thy righteous Way ; 
Lo ! while I yet am fpeaking He doth hear ; 
Yea, e'en before I called He hajlened near. 

He brings forth that bejl Robe to put me on. 
The righteous Robe of His Begotten Son ; 
And bids my feet, which Jlippery paths have trod. 
With Gofpel Peace henceforth be firmly Jhod. 
If Angels joy when Jinncrs leave their way, 
Thofe elder Brothers will rejoice to-day 
That I, with purpofe fixed new life to lead, 
Now come repentant at Thy Board to feed. 
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By faith I fee Christ's Body in this Bread, 
And in this Cop His Blood for Jinners Jhed, 
Which, though my mind tries vainly to conceive. 
As Christ hath fpoken fo do I believe. 
No longer now jelf-banijhed from my place, 
'Mongjl thofe who ever with Thee Jhare Thy 

Grace, 
On Heavenly Manna Jhall my Soul be fed : 
Lord, give me evermore Thy Children's Bread. 

Let me not only in Thy Houjehold dwell, 
For jervants hired know not their majler well ; 
With Christ fo clofe let my Communion be 
That I may dwell in Him, and He in me. 
Now with the Angel-choir my voice I raife. 
More bound than they redeeming Love to praife : 
Not one has erred of all that Heavenly Hojl ; 
Thofe who arc mojl forgiven wiH love Thee mojl. 

iD &abfDur, M\n at (000^0 IKfg^t l^anti. 

SAVIOUR, now at God's Right 
Hand, 
High Priejl within the veil. 
For us before the Altar jland, 
For us with God prevail. 

All our infirmities were Thine, 

But now all Power on high ; 
To Thee for Grace and Strength Divine 

We lift our fuppliant cry. 
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Wc plead Thy facrcd Death, O Christ, 

Till Thou again /halt come ; 
For ours is Thy blejl Eucharijl, 

And Heaven our promijed Home. 
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ESUS, True God, True Man we adore 
Thee ; 
Veiled though Thy Prejcnce, we 
worjhip Thee here ; 
True Bread of Angels^ we fall down before Thee 
Now the blejl moment has brought Thee [o near. 

Thou dojl dejcend, but no awful thunder 

Rending the Heavens o'erwhelms us with dread ; 

Silently, filling our Spirits with wonder 

Thou dojl Jloop down to us. Life-giving Bread. 

Vijion of Peace and Source of all Pity, 

Praife of the Angels and Fountain of Love, 

Thou art the Gate of the Heavenly City, 
Glory of Saints in the manjions above. 

Now at Thy Shrine Thou liejl before us, 

Who for us Jinners fought pure Mary's Breajl ; 

Sweetly is ringii^ the Angels' glad chorus, 
Bethlehem, true Houfe of Bread is our rejl. 

Here Precious Blood for Jin is JllU flowing, 
Sealing forgivenefs and making us pure ; 
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Thou in the Gift of Thyfdf art bcjlowing 
Grace to endeavour and Strength to endure. 

Now may we cry while kneeling before Thee, 
Lifting our hearts to the Father's dread 
Throne — 

Look on the Face of Christ, we implore Thee, 
Spare our tranfgrejQiions, our Sacrifice own. 

Jesus, all hail ! Redeemer mojl holy. 

Thee we adore at Thy own Altar-fhrine ; 

Keep evermore our hearts pure and lowly. 
Meet for Thy Prejcnce, O ViSim Divine. 

CHRIST, Who art enthroned on high, 

Look on us parted far from Thee ; 
How wondroujiy Thou comejl nigh 
That joined with us Thou mayejl be, 
By that fame Body Which at birth 
Shed Joy and Gladnejs over earth. 

Hence like a mountain torrent's flow 

Grace downward pours in copious Jlreams, 
O when that fervent Love doth glow, 
What heart but melts beneath its beams ? 
What guilty Soul would Jhun the Flood 
And not /eek deanjing in that Blood ? 

O haughty man, lay down thy pride. 
Thy Lord is here in Meeknejs found ; 
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Why Jlraycjl thou when He doth hide 
Himfclf within this narrcrw Bound ? 
Why wilt thou /eek the gazing crowd 
When God is veiled beneath a Cloud ? 

(Bum mnt, tDfllff m nlt^u 

ILT Thou not, my Shepherd true, 
Spare Thy Sheep, in Mercy /pare 
me? 
Wilt Thou not as Shepherds do 
In Thine Arms rejoicing bear me, 
Bear me where all troubles ceajc, 
Home to Folds of Joy and Peace ? 

See ! on Earth's wide dejcrt way 
How my truant Jleps mijlead me ; 

Bring me back, no more to jlray, 

In Thine own green Pajlures feed me ; 

Gather me within the Fold 

Where Thy Lambs Thy Light behold. 

With Thy Flock I long to be, 

With the Flock to whom 'tis given 

Safe to feed, and praijing Thee 

Roam the happy plains of Heaven : 

Free from fear of Jinful Jlain 

They can never Jlray again. 

Lord, I here am jbre bejet, 

Fears at every jlep confound mc ; 
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Lo ! my foes have fpread their net 

And with craft and might /urround me ; 
Such their jhares on every jide» 
Safe Thy Sheep can ne'er abide. 

Jesus, Lord, my Shepherd true, 

Oh, from wolves Thy Sheep deliver ; 

Help as Shepherds wont to do. 
From their jaws prejerve me ever; 

Bid Thy trembling wanderer come 

To his everlajling Home. 



Claris our ConfiHence^ 

RE there not hoars when faith is weak, 
When doubtings will arije ? 
Are there not times when thoje mojl meek 
Are taken by /urprijc ? 
Some pajfing doud may chance to veil 

The brightne/s of the Sun ; 
Some tranjient terror may ajQfail 

True happinejs begun. 
Oh, fear thou not, the Truth Jhall Jhine 

Still clearer to thy heart. 
And from its eminence Divine 

Yet brighter rays impart ; 
If thou but build thy faith Jo jure 

On Him Who is the Rock, 
That every blajl it may endure 
And brave the Jlernejl Jhock. 
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With jinglenejs of heart believe, 

And let thy trujl be keen ; 
Then thou the BlejQiing Jhalt receive 

Of thoje who have not /een. 
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O ! how the javage crew 

Of our proud jins hath rent 
The Heart of our All-gracious God- 
That Heart fo Innocent. 

The jbldier's quivering lance 
Our guilt it was that /ped ; 
The Jleel that pierced Him by our crimes 
So deadly Jharp was made. 

O Hearty whence fprang the Church, 
The Saviour's fpotlefs Bride, 
Thou Door of our Salvation's Ark 
Set in its myjlic Side ; 

Thou holy Fount whence flows 
The jacred /evenfold Flood, 
Where we our filthy robes may deanje 
In the Lamb's Saving Blood ; 

By jbrrowful relapje 
Thee will we rend no more ; 
But like the flames, thofe types of Love, 
Strive Heavenward to Jbar. 
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S) &acertiotum beneranHa tura^ 

WFUL is the Pric/lly Jlatc, 
Which by faith beheld aright 
Clojes and unbars the gate. 
Though unjeen by mortal jight 
Christ, in this His earthly Seat, 
Holds in them the Balance meet| 
Binds and lets the jinner^s feet 
In His own appointed Rite, 

When they ply their healing art 

'Tis His Hand in them is found ; 
When they jbothe the wounded heart 

His Anointing heals the wound ; 
When they fpeak the faithful Jheep 
Drink their words and hide them deep, 
For the Law of God they Jleep 
Firjl in their own hearts profound. 

When the Wrath is going forth 

And the Vial in mid air. 
They Jland forth to Jlop the Wrath 

With deep importuning prayer : 
May they, Lord, themjelves be wife 
Who touch Thy dread Myjleries, 
Mirrors in their people's eyes, 

Worthy of the things they bear. 
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HE nuptial Robe, which all mujl wear 
Who enter to the Spoujal Feajl, 
Is not a garb for vulgar jlare, 
A cloth of gold in jamite pieced. 
In cojlly Jewels glittering fair. 
With rujlling pride jurceajed. 

The nuptial Robe which all mujl don 
Who would their heads lift up on high. 

Who would approach the Bridal-throne 
With contrite heart and juppliant eye. 

This yoke of Peace and this alone 
Is the fair Jlole of Charity. 

The nuptial Robe is pure and white, 
Un/oiled in deed, unjlained in thought, 

With willing heart and purpofe right. 
In works of Love it mujl be wrought. 

Although *tis wove with colours bright, 
It Jhall not pajs where Love is nought. 

The nuptial Robe to which is given 
An entrance to the Blifs of God, 

Mujl raije the Soul with Virtue's leaven, 
Mujl to the Crofs point out the road. 

And humbly labour jlill, till Heaven 
Relieve thee of thy heavy load. 
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Then clothed anew in Virtue*s drejs 
Angels Jhall bid thee welcome Home ; 

Then Jhall the toil that did opprefs 
Be buried with thee in the tomb ; 

Then Jhall ye hear that lajl Addrefs — 
Ye blejfed of My Father, come ! 



CJe fepouCe^jS BrtDal area?* 

RIDE of the Lamb, thyfclf prepare 

To meet the Spou/e Divine : 

Put on thy Robe with virgin care. 

And bright with Jewels Jhine. 

Arrayed in linen white and clean. 
The Saints^ pure Righteoufnejs, 

Come forth as Jun or moon ferene. 
And Jhow thy beauteous dreJs. 

No blemijh in thy garb mujl be. 

Nor Jpot on all thy vejl, 
Fair emblems of the purity 

Grace wrought within thy breajl. 

Whatever thou once couldjl call thine own 

MuJl all be laid ajide : 
In what He hath conferred alone 

Will Jesus own His Bride. 

What Jcarlet was, white Jhow behold ; 
What crimjbn, native wool : 
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For every Jhecp in Jesus* Fold 
Is wajhed in Calvary's pooL 

Faith, Hope and Love unite to gem 

Emmanuel's chofen Bride ; 
But in the New Jerujalem 

Love only Jhall abide. 




31 am tlie IKoCe of &liarom 

KNOW a Flower Jo jweet and fair, 

There is no earthly blojQfom 
With Sharon's Roje that may compare ; 
Fain would I wear 
Its Fragrance in my bojbm. 

It is the True and Living Word, 
Whom God Himjclf hath given 

To be our Guide, our Light, our Lord, 
In Whom is Jlored 
All hope for earth and Heaven. 

Hark ! how He faith — Come unto Me 
Ye burdened and jad-hearted ; 

Granted your heart's dejire Jhall be, 
And pardon free 
To mourning Souls imparted. 

This is My Body that I give 
For you in Mercy broken ; 
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Whatever is Mine with It receive. 
If ye believe 
And keep what I have fpoken. 

This is My Blood once Jhed for yoa 

Ye hearts, now faint and jinking ; 
Drink of My Cap, and find anew 

Frejh Strength to do 
My Bidding without Jhrinking. 

Ah, Lord, by Thy mojl bitter Woes 
We pray Thee ne'er forjake us ; 

Since Thou couldjl even die for thofe 
Who were Thy foes. 
Thy Children deign to make us. 

And keep us ever do/e to Thee, 
Give courage to confejs Thee, 

However dark the time may be, 
Till fafe and free 
In Heaven at lajl we blejs Thee. 



%^t BreaH tliat tomttl Hoton from l^eabem 

HE Sun is Jinking in the wejl ; 
And while its rays decline, 
11 Gleams of the full-orbed Pafchal moon 
On the calm waters Jhine. 




The Galilean waters hujhed 
In eventide are Jlill ; 



%^t BreaH tfiat cornet'^ Hoton^ $c^ 239 

Yet crowds of weary wanderers wait 
Upon its lonely hill. 

Pilgrims they are for Sion bound, 

Who/e Pa/chal Feajl is near ; 
But the true PaJJbver Him/elf 

Receives and feeds them here. 

They Jit upon the grajjy turf 

Marjhalled in groups and rows ; 
Christ holds the Food which in His Hand 

And by His BlejQSlng grows. 

He gives the Food ; ApojUes take, 

Dijlribute it, and then — 
Two fijhes and five barley loaves 

Regale five thoujand men. 

O BleJOfed Lord, the earth is Thine, 

By Thy creative Hand 
The golden harvejls crown the year 

And deck the fertile land. 

O BleJOfed Lord, Thou Bread of Life 
That cometh down from Heaven, 

Supplies of everlajling Good 
By Thee to man are given. 

Thy Godhead is the Well-fpring, Lord, 

The pure exhaujUejs Source, 
From which they flow through age to age 

In never-ending courje. 
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In channels formed by Thee they flow 

In rivulets of Grace, 
Refrejhing all who wander here 

In this world's dejert place. 

Ohy feed us weary Pilgrims, Lord, 

And to Thy Sion bring, 
To keep a Heavenly Feajl with Thee 

Our Prophet, Priejl and King. 




Horn, %^v %itt let u0 recefte^ 

ORDy Thy Life let us receive, 
For in Thee we do believe ; 
Let Thy Body and Thy Blood 
Be to us our Souls* bejl Food. 
Jesus, at Thy latejl Feajl 
John once leaned upon Thy Breajl ; 
Filled like him with Love Divine 
Let us on Thy Breajl recline. 
More than to parched land foft Jhowers, 
More than dews to drooping flowers, 
Precious be to us Thy Grace 
Till we fee Thee Face to face. 
In this Feajl and in Thy Word, 
Gazing on Thy Glories, Lord» 
More like Thee to us become, 
Heavenly, for our Heavenly Home. 
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OD is in His holy HUl : 
Let the earth and jea be Jlill ; 
And the Child offm and woe 
Come before Him, bending low. 
Where our loved and lojl ones meet 
Safe beneath their Saviour's Feet, 
Faces dear, *tis here ye fmile, 
Ye, whom we have miJQfed awhile. 

Here is poured a Living Cup, 

Wells of water jpringing up 

Into Life that cannot die, 

Pledge of Immortality, 

Earth hath nothing half jb dear ; 

Christ's Own Flesh and Blood are here. 

Glory, honour, praife and peace ! 

God is nigh ; all words mujl ceafe. 




SLtib l^t Cent t^tm atoa^ 

N the dejcrt far from home, 
Faint and weary. Lord, we come ; 
In Thy Prefence only jure 
Of the Bread that can endure : 

Life with Thee is all we pray ; 

Send us not, O Lord, away* 

R 
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Thou art Nature's Mighty Lord, 
Thou art Love in deed and word, 
Thou art Mercy, Truth and Right, 
Shining in commingled Light : 

Thou art everlajling Day ; 

Send us not, O Lord, away. 

Come with us, where duty calls 
To the Temple's jacred walls : 
Thou art all we look for there. 
Thou fulfiUejl all our prayer : 

Life with Thee is all we pray ; 

Turn us not, O Lord, away. 

Leave us not, O Shepherd good, 
Still we crave Thy fweetejl Food ; 
Thou canjl all our need fupply ; 
If Thou feed us not we die : 

Life in Thee is all we pray ; 

Turn us not, O Lord, away. 

Communfotu 

LOSER, clofer, Jesus Jlill 

Let me feel Thee and adore Thee, 
Heart and Soul and Senje and Will, 
Lo! they all bow down before Thee. 

Can it be that Thou art here 

Rejling on this heart of mine ? 
Every earthly hope and fear 

Lojl in flames of Love Divine? 




Commimfoiu 

Yci ! Lord Jesus Thou dojl hold me. 
And I loje tnyjelf in Thee ; 

Clojer JlUl and dojer fold me 
Rapt in jpeechlejs ecjlajy. 

O to fee Thee Face to face ! 

for wbigs of Love to fly ! 
O that in this Jlrong embrace 

1 could lay me down and die ! 

Lay me down and take my rejl 

There where time no bond can Jever, 

And thus leaning on Thy Breajl 

Drink of Love's deep jlream for ever. 



PART V. 

THE EUCHARISTIC PORTION OF 
THE DIVINE OFFICE. 

Illitio, Qti bfbii: en mi'. 

HIS Union of Divinejl Love 
By which I live a Life above. 
Setting my heart at liberty 

My God to me enchains ; 
But then to /ee His Majejly 
In Jiich a bafe captivity 
It fo my Spirit pains, 
That evermore I weep and Jlgh, 
Dying becauje I do not die. 

Ah, what a length does life appear, 
How hard to bear this exile here. 
How hard from weary day to day 
To pine without relief: 
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The yearning hope to break away 
From this my prijbn-houfe of clay 
Injpires Jo Jharp a grief. 

That overcome I weep and jigh, 

Dying becaufe I do not die. 

Oh, what a bitter life is this 
Deprived of God, its only Blijs ; 
And what though Love delicious be, 

Not Jo is Hope deferred : 
Ah, then. Dear Lord, in Charity 
This iron weight of mijery 
Prom my poor Soul ungird. 
For evermore I weep and Jigh, 
Dying becaufe I do not die. 

This only gives me life and Jlrength, 
To know that die I mujl at length ; 
For Hope infures me Blifs Divine 

Through death, and death alone. 
O Death, for thee, for thee I pine. 
Sweet Death, of Life the origin. 
Ah, wing thee hither Jbon, 
For evermore I weep and Jigh^ 
Dying becaufe I do not die. 

And thou, fond Life, oh, vex me not 
By Jlill prolonging here my lot. 
But know that Love is urging me ; 
Know that the only way 
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To gain thcc is — ^by Iqfing thcc. 

Come then, O Death, come Jpeedily, 
And end thy long delay, 
For evermore I weep and jigh, 
Dying becauje I do not die* 

The Life above, the Life on high 
Alone is Life in verity, 

Nor can we Life at all enjoy 
Till this poor life is o'er ; 
Then, O Jweet Death, no longer fly 
Prom me who, ere my time to die. 
Am dying evermore. 
For evermore I weep and jigh. 
Dying becauje I do not die. 

To Him Who deigns in me to live. 
What better Gift have I to give, 
O my poor earthly life, than thee ? 

Too glad of thy decay. 

So but I may the Jboner jee 

That Face of fweetejl Majejly 

For which I pine away, 

While evermore I weep and Jigh, 

Dying becauje I do not die. 

Abjent from Thee, my Saviour Dear, 
I call not Life this living here. 
But a long dying agony. 
The Jharpejl I have known ; 
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And I myjclf, myjclf to Jcc 

In Juch a rack of mifery, 
For very pity moan^ 
And ever, ever weep and jigh, 
Dying becaufe I do not die. 

The fijh that from the brook is ta'en. 
Soon finds an end of all its pain ; 
And agonies the worjl to bear 
Are Jbonejl fpent and o'er ; 
But what acutejl death can e'er 
With this my painful life compare 
In torture evetmore ? 
While evermore I weep and Jigh, 
Dying becaufe I do not die* 

When on the Altar I ejpy. 
My God, Thy hidden Majejly, 
And peace is Jbothing my Jad heart, 

Then comes redoubled pain 
To think, that here from Thee apart, 
I cannot fee Thee as Thou art, 
But gaze and gaze in vain, 
While evermore I weep and Jigh, 
Dying becaufe I do not die. 

When with the hope I comfort me 
At leajl in Heaven of feeing Thee, 
The thought that I may lofe Thee yet 
With anguijh thrills me through ; 
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And by a thoujand fears bejet 
My very hope injpires regret 
And multiplies my woe. 

While evermore I weep and Jigh, 

Dying becaufe I do not die. 

Ah, Lord, my Light and living Breath, 
Take me, oh, take me from this death, 
And burjl the bars that jever me 

Prom my true Life above ; 
Think how I die Thy Face to fee, 
And cannot live away from Thee^ 
O my eternal Love, 
And ever, ever weep and Jigh, 
Dying becauje I do not die. 



I weary of this endlejs jlrife, 
I weary of this dying life, 

This living death, this heavy chain. 

This torment of delay 
In which her fins my Soul detain ; 
Ah, when jhall it be mine ? Ah, when, 
With my lajl breath to fay — 
No more I weep, no more I jigh ; 
I'm dying of dejire to die ? ^ 
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HAT happinefs can equal mine ? 

I've found the ObjeS of my love ; 
My Saviour and my Lord Divine 
Is come to me from Heaven above ; 
He makes my heart His own Abode, 

His Flesh becomes my daily Bread, 
He pours on me His Healing Blood, 
And with His Life my Soul is fed. 




My Love is mine and I am His ; 

In me He dwells, in Him I live : 
Where could I tajle a purer Blifs ? 

What greater Boon could Jesus give ? 
O Royal Banquet, Heavenly Peajl, 

O flowing Fount of Life and Grace, 
Where God the Giver, man the guejl 

Meet and unite in Jweet embrace. 



Dear Jesus, now my heart is Thine, 

Oh, may it never from Thee fly ; 
My God, be Thou for ever mine, 

And I, Thine Own eternally. 
No more, O Satan, thee I fear ; 

O World, thy charms I now dejpije ; 
For Christ Himfelf is with me here. 

My Joy, my Life, my Paradije* 
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t^S::Communfoit %mm 

EHOLD ! O Lord my God, Thcc have 

I now 
Who all things hajl, to Whom all 

Angels bow, 
To Whom the Seraphim around the Throne, 
Adoring, raije the high Tris-hagion. 
Thee, Fount of Life, Thee, perfeS Happinejs, 
Thee, Mighty God, Thy creature doth pojQTejs. 
Lord, take my heart from all things not of Thee, 
And let Thy Prefence Jweet abide with me. 
All without Thee is dark, but in Thy Light 
The gloomiejl cloud beams forth a rainbow bright. 
Sorrow is peace ; and in a thorny nejl 
The wounded heart may yet all calnily rejl. 
Amid the rujhing Jlorm that howls along 
Thy dear Voice whifpers clear its under-jbng. 
My Love, my Joy, my Own, my Life, my All ! 
O keep me, hold me, ne'er from Thee to fall. 
O Heart of Love, broken for love of me, 
Fain would my cold heart break for love of Thee. 
O Heart of Meeknejs ; earnejUy I feek 
Of Thee the Grace to be Jincerely meek. 
O Truth unfeigned, to Thee I humbly fue 
For Jlrength to dare at all times to be true. 
O Lowlinejs majejlic, grant to me 
The pricelefs Gift of pure Humility. 
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Yea, draw me after Thee by Thine own Ways 
Of prayer, of work, of patience, and of praife. 
And when, Dear Lord, my days on earth are o'er, 
O call me whither Thou art gone before. 
To gaze upon Thy Pace for evermore. 



&tefl unn Hotnfg fS Oet i^fab^ 
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TEEP and thorny is the way 

Straight to Heaven our home af- 
cending ; 
Happy he who every day 
Walks therein, for Christ contending ; 
Happy when his journey o'er 
Conqueror he to Christ Jhall Jbar. 

Great Jhall be his recompense 

True to death on God who waited ; 
Who renounced the joys of Jenfe, 
To his Saviour confecrated ; 
Who has gazed with jleadfajl eye 
On the Crown of ViSory. 

* 

On the Crofs our Dying Lord 

Bled for man who had oiFended, 
Purchased us the great Reward, 

Then from earth to Heaven ajcended ; 
Vifior e'en in death. He Jaid — 
Pather, it is finijhid. 
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May we jbon approach Thee near, . 

We who long on earth have jlriven, 
Storms and night jurround us here. 
Bright and peaceful 'tis in Heaven : 
Death may jlrike and graves may yawn» 
Yonder beams Life's endlefs dawn. 

On then, Comrades, wend your way, 

Let not life's drear wajle alarm you ; 
Look to Jesus, watch and pray 
'Gainjl the fight that God would arm you. 
God, Who jlrong the weak canjl make, 
Viftory give for Jesus* fake. 



31 It (at Cruce Tit itibtnlu quicunque 

inUnlu 

AIL ! Tree of Life, planted anew 

Amidjl the briar-wajte of dearth. 
Once more thy branches dropping dew 
Awake the echoes deep of mirth, 
Lojl Jince the airs of Eden blew 

Their Jweet lajl gift o'er |in-jlained earth. 

Hail ! Tree of Life, on Calvary's height 

Extending wide, rejlored again ; 
Hail ! happy boughs of fweet delight 

Where Jure repoje and quiet reign ; 
A jhelter they from Demon fpite. 

From Jbrrowing care and fruitless pain. 
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Hail ! Tree of Life, beneath thy Jhade 
Fain would I rejl and lijl thy call ; 

No burning heat Jhall jlrike my head, 
No mildew there, nor blight Jhall fall ; 

For Jhould the bitter cup invade. 
Sweet Peace is there to temper all. 

Hail ! faving Crojs, beneath thy foot 
Here would I rejl and look above ; 

My needed jlrength would here recruit. 
Thy promijed Mercies here would prove. 

Gather each day increaje of fruit, 
New fuel for increaje of Love. 

%lt laS Communion in €^nvt% 

E hath been near unto the golden Gate; 
Serene he waited for his Majler's 
Calling ; 
It came — ^A little longer thou mnjl wait, 
The Jands of life have not yet ceafed their falling. 

Once more he pajfeth in the well-known way ; 

Though Jight be dim and footjleps fail and 
falter. 
Led by the hand, once more this Holy Day 

He draweth nigh unto his Lord's dear Altar. 

He kneeleth low ; he heareth words of Blifs ; 
With hand up-Jpread and eyelid dojed he 
kneeleth. 
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Oh, what an hour of peace and joy is this : 
Oh, in what Love his Lord Himjelf revealeth. 

We ]ee the trembling form : but far from Jight 
The Spirit paJQfeth to more glorious regions 

Behind the veil, upborne on wings of light, 
Blending its worjhip with Angelic legions. 

Entranced he gazeth on the wounded Side, 
The precious Stream for him in Mercy flowing. 

The low-bowed Head, the Armsoutjlretchingwide, 
The awful Crojs with myjlic radiance glowing. 

Servant of God, thou hajl not long to Jlay ; 

Soon the weak bonds that hold thee here jhall 
fever ; 
Then jhalt thou gaze upon the perfeS day. 

And be with Him thou lov'Jl forever and forever. 
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ESU, grant me this I pray, 
Ever in Thy Heart to Jlay ; 
Let me evermore abide 
Hidden in Thy wounded Side. 



If the evil one prepare, 

Or the world, a tempting fnare, 

I am jafe when I abide 

In Thy Heart and wounded Side. 
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If the flejhy more dangerous Jlill, 
Tempt my Soul to deeds of ill| 
Nought I fear when I abide 
In Thy Heart and wounded Side. 

Death will come one day to me ; 
Jesu, cajl me not from Thee : 
Dying, let me Jlill abide 
In Thy Heart and wounded Side. 

i^un nimm mtin !^er;^ 

OW take my heart and all that is in me. 
My Lord Beloved, take it from me to 
Thee; 
I would have Thine : 
This Soul and flejh of mine 
Would order thought and word and deed 
As Thy mojl holy Will Jhall lead. 

Thou feedejl me with Heavenly Bread and Wine, 
Thou pourejl through me Jlreams of Life Divine; 
O noble Face, 
So Sweet, Jo full of Grace, 
I ponder as Thy Crojs I Jee 
How bejl to give myfelf to Thee. 

Behold ! through all th* eternal Ages Jlill 
My heart Jhall choofe and love Thy holy Will ; 
Wouldjl Thou my death ? 
I die to Thee in faith ; 
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Wouldjl Thou that I Jhould longer live ? 
To Thee the choice I wholly give. 

But Thou mujl aljb deign to be my own. 
To dwell in me, to make my heart Thy Throne, 
My God indeed. 
My Help in time of need, 
My Head from Whom no power can fever. 
The Bridegroom of my Soul for ever. 

I^otoerful to &abe^ 

N whofe Soul have Mercy, Jesu, Power- 
ful to Jave — 
This injcribe above my clay when Jleep- 
ing in the grave : 
The Crojs o*erJhadowing the fpot, a tablet at the 

feet 
Recording my baptijmal name dear lips have ren- 
dered jweet. 
For Mercy is my only hope, for Mercy is my cry, 
I have no other plea to gain a blejl Eternity ; 
I have no trujl but in the Crofs to fave in my 

death-hour. 
No help but in my Saviour's Blood to quench 
the Tempter's power. 

The folemn hour of dojing life to all is drawing 

near. 
When nothing but the Comforter can juccour 

or can cheer ; 
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O Glorious Triune, Light of Life, to Thcc be 

Glory given. 
For Jesu Prefent when on earth, for Jesu when 

in Heaven, 
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CROSS, that only know»Jl the Woes 
He juiFered erjl Who hung on Thee, 
Speak to our hearts of thoj^ deep 
Throes, 
Thojc broken Words, that Agony. 

Sharp were the nails which ruthlejs bound 
His fainting Form in thine embrace ; 

The thorns about His Temples wound 
Forbade Him e'en that rejling-place. 

Oh, fearful Woe — the Lord of Life 

Upon thy breajl contends with Death ; 
And Vifior in the mortal jlrife. 

Yet yielded up His lajl faint Breath. 

O holy Crofs, by thee we live, 

And at thy foot our life we lay ; 
Tribunal, whence our Lord Jhall give 

His Judgment in that bitter Day. 

8 
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Give us, O Lord, to die with Thee, 
With Thee fell Death to rijc above, 

Dejpijing earthly vanity 

To fix our hearts on Joys above. 




Cot SLtta %tstm tontlntnss^ 

RK of the Covenant, not that whence 

bondage came of old. 
But that of Pardon and of Grace and 
Mercies manifold; 
Thou Veil of awful Myjlery, thou SanQuary 

fublime. 
Thou Jacred Temple, holier far than that of olden 

time; 
Blejl Heart of Christ, in thy dear Wound the 

hidden depth we fee 
Of what were elfe unguejQfed by us. His boundlef 

Charity. 
Beneath this emblem of pure Love 'twas Love 

Himfelf that died. 
And oiFered up for us to God a Vi£iim crucified. 
Oh, who of His redeemed will Him their mutual 

love refufe ? 
Who would not rather in that Heart their Home 
eternal chooje ? 
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EAR Jesus Christ the Lord in mind 
Who left His Heavenly Throne, 
Andy out of Love to humankind, 
Put human Nature on — 
Our Brother, born of Flejh and Blood 
To make His Jure Salvation good — 
Then thank Him for His Love. 

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind 

On Whom our hopes depend ; 
With that great Love He bore mankind 

He loved them to the end : 
And gave at length His Flesh and Blood 
To be their Soub' fujlaining Food — 
Then thank Him for His Love. 

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind 

Who Jbre by grief was tried ; 
A Ranjbm for our Souls to find 

Upon the Crofs He died : 
He vanquijhed Jin and every foe 
And Javed us from eternal woe — 
Then thank Him for His Love. 

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind 
Who, freed from grief and pain, 

A Conqueror Death hath failed to bind. 
The third day roje again : 
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The righteous Afb of Christ the Lord 
Have Life and Peace to man rejlored — 
Then thank Him for His Love, 

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind 

Who, all His Sorrows pajl. 
In fight of thoje He left behind 

Returned to Heaven at lajl ; 
There to prepare for us a Place 
Where we Jhall always Jee His Face — 
Then thank Him for His Love. 

Bear Jesus Christ the Lord in mind 
Who, from His Throne above 

Once more will come, the Judge ajjigned 
Both quick and dead to prove : 

Take heed that thou mayjl Jland the tejl. 

And enter then His holy Rejl 

To thank Him for His Love, 

Lord, let me ever bear in mind. 

And let my faith embrace 
Thy Love to me and all mankind ; 

And may Thy cheering Grace 
In hours of Jbrrow Comfort give, 
And caufe me after death to live 

And thank Thee for Thy Love. 
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HE waters were Thy Path ; 

Thy Way was on the Jea : 
Who in that night could trace Thy 
Steps ? 
Who Jblve the Myjlery ? 

Sonie at Capernaum ajked — 

When and how cam'Jl Thou here? 

In vain they tried to find the track 
By which Thou didjl appear. 

But Thy Difciples, Lord, 

Did gladly Thee receive ; 
And when the Ship was at the Jhore 

They pry not, but believe. 

Lord, in Thy Sacraments 

Thou walkejl on the Jea ; 
Let us not ajk — how dojl Thou come ? 

But gladly welcome Thee. 

Then will the winds be hujhed. 

The waves no longer roar ; 
When Christ is with us in the Ship, 

The Ship is at the Jhore. 



262 %^t %^anUsl\}ins, 




3iefUt 9DnIcetio cottifum/ 

ESUS, Thou Joy of loving hearts, 
Thou Fount of Life, Thou Light of 
men, 
From the bejl blifs that earth imparts. 
We turn unfilled to Thee again. 

Thy Truth unchanged hath ever jlood, 
Thou Javejl thofe that on Thee call. 

To them that feek Thee Thou art Good, 
To them that find Thee, All in All. 

We tajle Thee, O Thou living Bread, 
And long to feajl upon Thee Jlill ; 

We drink of Thee, the fountain Head, 
And thirjl our Souls from Thee to fill. 

Our rejllefs Spirits yearn for Thee 
Where'er our changeful lot is cajl ; 

Glad when Thy gracious Smile we Jee, 
Blejl when our faith can hold Thee fajl. 

O Jesus, ever with us Jlay ! 

Make all our moments calm and bright ; 
Chafe the dark night of jin away ; 

Shed o'er the world Thy holy Light 
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Communfon Calm anti 3|d;> 



H, what Is this enchanting Calm 

Which thus with Joy my bofom fills, 
Which o'er my Spirit pours a balm, 
And through my inmojl being thrills? 



Is Jbme bright Seraph higher Jent 
DifFuJing Jweetnefs from his wings 

To Jleep my bofom in content, 

Unfeen, unfelt from earthly things ? 

No ; jbmething purer far mujl dwell 
Within this raptured Soul of mine : 

'Tis what no mortal tongue can tell, 
'Tis more than Heavenly, *tis Divine. 

My God, my Jesus, it is Thou 
Art ravifhing my heart with Blijs ; 

Thy Prejence is within me now : 

Could I have ajked a boon like this ? 

Yes, Jlooping from Thy Throne above 
Thou wilt not dwell from man apart : 

Thou, in Thy Sacrament of Love, 
Hajl come to dwell within my heart. 
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HEN day's jhadows lengthen, I 

Jesu, be Thou near ; 
Pardon, comfort, Jlrengthen, 
Chaje away my fear ; 
Love and Hope be deepened, 
Faith more Jlrong and clear. 

When the night grows darkejl 

And the Jlars are pale, 
When the foe ajQfembles 

In Death's mijly vale. 
Be Thou Sword and Helmet, 

Be Thou Shield and Mail. 

He who jlands bejide me 

Comes but to proclaim 
Pardon for contrition, 

Wipes out Jlains of Jhame, 
Saying — I abjblvc thee 

In Christ's blejfed Name. 

If Thou willejl feed me. 

Strengthen ere I go ; 
In that unknown pathway 

Lighten every woe ; 
Jesu, as Thou knowejl. 

Grant me ]b to know. | 
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That an hour of wcakncjs— 

That a time of fear — 
Come ! Thou Bread of Heaven, 

Sacrament Jo dear ; 
All I loved may vanijh 

If but Thou be near. 

Come ! Thou Pood of Angels, 

Source of every Grace, 
In Thy Father's Manjions 

Give, me jbon a place, 
That unveiled in Splendour 

I may Jee Thy Face. 

Fading this world, fading. 

Forms are growing dim, 
Other voices whijper 

Tones of fome Jweet Hymn 
Telling of His Mercy, 

Speaking but of Him, 

By the Jordan's ripples, 

Pajjiing through the Jhade, 
Let me hear that Promije 

Once for ever made — 
It is I, thy Jesus, 

Be not thou afraid. 

Cold the waters rolling. 

Chill the mijls around. 
Black the night above me. 

Strange th' untrodden ground. 
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Oft lojl in the dcfcrt, 
Yet may I be found. 

Then be near me, Jesus, 

Enemies Jhall fiee ; 
Ave ! Sacramentum, 

Thou my Comfort be ; 
Pood and Priejl and Viaim, 

Let me feed on Thee. 

So Jhall no fears chill me 
On that unknown jhore, 

For in death He conquered 
And can die no more ; 

His Hand guards and guides me 
To the City's door. 

BleJQfed warfare over, 

Endlejs Rejl alone. 
Tears no more nor jbrrow, 

Neither jigh nor moan, 
But a Song of triumph 

Round about the Throne. 




Sin Sift of ^^mltsVoins* 



ESUS, Gentlejl Saviour, 

God of Might and Power, 
Thou Thyfelf art dwelling 
In us at this hour. 
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Nature cannot hold Thee, 

Heaven is all too Jlrait 
For Thine endlejs Glory 

And Thy Royal State. 
Out beyond the /hining 

Of the farthejl Jlar, 
Thou art ever Jlretching 

Infinitely far. 
Yet the hearts of children 

Hold what world's can not, 
And the God of Wonders 

Loves the lowly Jpot. 
As men to their gardens 

Go to Jcek Jweet flowers, 
In our hearts Dear Jesus 

Seeks them at all hours. 
Jesus, Gentlejl Saviour, 

Thou art in us now ; 
Pill us full of Goodnejs 

Till our hearts o'erflow. 
Pray the prayer within us 

That to Heaven jhall rijc ; 
Sing the fong that Angels 

Sing above the Jkies. 
Multiply our Graces, 

Chiefly Love and Fear, 
And, Dear Lord, the chiefejl, 

Grace to perjevere. 
Oh, how can we thank Thee 

For a Gift like this. 
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Gift that truly tnaketh 

Heaven's eternal Blijs ? 
Ah, when wilt Thou always 

Make our hearts Thy home ? 
We mujl wait for Heaven, 

Then the day will come. 
Now at leajl we'll keep Thee 

All the time we may ; 
But Thy Grace and BleJJing 

We will keep alway. 

SI bonnet from t|e Cantfclesf^ 

MODEL of all Beauty, in Whofe 

Light 
True Blejjednejs doth evermore abide, 
Whoje Voice outwonders themyjlerious 
tide 
With its unfailing volume. Day and night 
Thou art our full-orbed noon. Oh, that I might 
Set as a Jewel in the circlet rejl 
That rounds Thine Arm ; and fo be ever blejl 
Clajping and clafped by Love that's Infinite. 
The bloom upon Thy Lips is Jweeter far 
Than all the cojUy bal/ams of the jbuth ; 
The glances of Thine Eyes more potent are 
Than Death and Hell ; Thy Breath is Life 

indeed. 
Oh, let me kifs Thee. In my utter need. 
Oh, kijs me with the Kijfes of Thy Mouth. 




J 
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GOD of Mercy, God of Might, 
How jhoold pale Jinners bear the jight, 
If as Thy Power is furely here 
Thine open Glory Jhoold appear ? 

For now Thy People are allowed 
To Jcale the Mount and pierce the Cloud, 
And Faith may feed her eager view 
With wonders Sinai never knew, 

Frejh from th' atoning Sacrifice 
The world's Creator bleeding lies, 
That man, His foe by whom He bled, 
May take Him for his daily Bread. 

Oh, agony of wavering thought. 
When Jinners firjl Jo near are brought — 
It is my Maker, dare I Jlay ? 
My Saviour, dare I turn away ? 

Thus while the Jlorm is high within 
*Twixt love of Christ and fear of Jin, 
Who can exprejs the Jbothing charm 
To feel thy kind upholding arm, 

My mother Church ? and hear thee tell 
Of a world lojl yet loved Jo well, 
That He, by Whom the Angels live, 
His Only Son for her would give ? 
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And doubt wc yet ? Thou caU'Jl again ; 
A lower Jlill, a Jweeter Jlrain ; 
A voice from Mercy's inmojl Jhrine, 
The very breath of Love Divine. 

Whijpering it Jays to each apart — 
Come unto Me, thou trembling heart ; 
And we mujl hope, Jo Jweet the tone, 
The precious Words are all our own. 

Hear them, Kind Saviour, hear Thy Spouje 
Low at Thy Feet renew her vows ; 
Thine own dear Promije Jhe would plead 
For us her true though fallen feed. 

She pleads by all her mercies, told 
Thy chojen WitneJJes of old, 
Love's heralds fent to man forgiven. 
One from the Crofs and One from Heaven. 

This, of true Penitents the chief 
To the lojl Spirit brings relief. 
Lifting on high th' adored Name — 
Sinners to Jave Christ Jesus came. 

That, dearejl of Thy bofom Friends 
Into the wavering heart defcends — 
What ? fallen again ? yet cheerful rijc. 
Thine InterceJJbr never dies. 

The eye of faith that waxes bright 
Each moment by Thine Altar's light 
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Sees them e'en now ; they Jlill abide 
In myjlery kneeling at our Jide ; 

And with them every Spirit blejl 
Prom realms of triumph or of rejl. 
Prom him who jaw creation's morn 
Of all Thine Angels eldejl born. 

To the poor babe who died to-day. 
Take part in our thankjgiving lay 
Watching the tearful Joy and calm. 
While Jinners tajle Thine Heavenly Balm. 

Sweet, awful hour ; the only Jbund 
One gentle footjlep gliding round. 
Offering by turns on Jesus' part 
The Crojs to every hand and heart. 

Refrejh us, Lord, to hold it fajl ; 
And when Thy Veil is drawn at lajl, 
Let us depart where jhadows ceaje 
With Words of BlejQTing and of Peace. 

&atucatu0 jfercuU0 et €ihl0^ 

ED with Dainties from above. 
With holiejl Viands fated, 
Nourijhed by this Peajl of Love, 
With Heavenly Joys elated, 
With what fitting gratitude 

Can this cold heart be glowing 
To Thee Who art here my Pood, 
On mc Thyjclf bejlowing ? 




272 %%t ^SanfefgiiCng:. 

Now and every hour of time 

Let all Creation blejs Thee ; 
For thU Fejlival Jublime 

Shall my whole heart confejs Thee 
Who dojl thus my Spirit cheer, 

My earthly portion Jweeten, 
Life revive and darknejs clear 

By Thy Dear Body eaten. 

This through all my quickening veins 

Its Jacred Vigour poureth ; 
And unto my heart and reins 

Immortal youth rejloreth. 
Oh, on what jweet Bread to-day 

Hath my rapt Soul been feeding ; 
How with thanks can I repay 

Such Love, all thanks exceeding ? 

Now to embrace Thy facred Feet 

I turn with deep afFe3ion, 
And with jlreaming tears to greet 

The Spouje of mine elefiion : 
Firm in faith Thy Wounds adored 

I reckon with devotion ; 
And Thy precious Death, O Lord, 

Partake with deep emotion. 

Feet and Knees, Thy Hands, Thy Face, 
Heart, Eyes, Side, Bojbm viewing. 

There for Pardon and for Grace 
Bowed down and projlrate juing : 
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May they to my heart and eyes 

For evermore be prejent ; 
From my breajl rejponfive /ighs 

To Thee draw forth incejfant. 

When in my lajl earthly day 

From hence my Spirit flitteth, 
And this failing frame of clay 

For aye departing quitteth. 
With that Sacred Flesh of Thine 

And Blood my Soul deliver. 
Wherein Thou, O Boon Divine, 

Of Thine own Self art Giver, 




%^t (Ctjenftiff after Communiom 

OME ! let me for a moment cajl 

All earthly thoughts away, 
And muje upon the Jacred Gift 
Which I received to-day. 

This morning that Eternal Lord 

Who is my Judge to be. 
Came to this lowly tenement 

And Jlaycd awhile with me. 

With His Celejlial Flesh and Blood 

My fainting Soul He fed ; 
With tender Words of Grace and Love 

My heart He comforted. 



\ 
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He Who of all that live and breathe 

Is all the Life and Breath, 
This morning deigned to vijit me 

In this my houje of death. 

He Whofe Immenjity tranjcends 

Creation's utmojl goal. 
This morning deigned to be confined 

Within my finite SouL 

He Who in endlefs wealth abounds. 

The world's PoJJeJJbr blejl, 
This morning deigned, oh, wondrous thought. 

To be by me pojjejjed. 

He Who in Awful Godhead Jits 

Upon His Throne on high, 
This morning entered my abode 

In His Humanity. 

He Who for me a Trembling Babe 

On Mary's Heart reclined, 
This morning in my heart and flejh 

His Deity en/hrined. 

O Soul of mine, refleS, refleS, 

Conjider, one by one. 
What Marvels of jiirpajpng Grace 

Thy God in thee has done. 

His tender Love with love repay. 

Extol His jacred Name, 
To all the world His Greatnejs tell. 

His Gracioujhejs proclaim. 
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ASTER, Lord and God, to Thee 
Thanks and adoration. 
That Thou giv'jl Thyfelf to be 
Our Participation, 
Through Thy Myjlcrics, holy, pure. 
Heavenly, that for aye endure ; 
Souls and bodies Jlrengthening free 
With Thy bejl Salvation. 

Loving, Bounteous, Gracious Lord, 

Thankful we adore Thee ; 
May Thy Gifts on this Thy Board 

Duly fet before Thee 
Be to us Celejlial Food, 
Holy Body, Precious Blood, 
Through Thy Spirit and Thy Word, 

Lowly we implore Thee. 

So Jhall we with Love unblamed, 

Godlinejs abounding, 
Hope that maketh not ajhamed. 

Faith the Foe confounding, 
Walk in Thy Commandments' way. 
Till on Thy tremendous Day 
BleJJed we of Thee be named. 

All Thy Saints furrounding. 
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E give Thcc thanks, Dear Father, 
For all Thy Glory Jhown 
In makfng this great Sacrifice 
For all our Jins atone ; 
For giving our poor human Jight 

A Saviour to adore. 
Pardon and Comfort, Peace in death, 
And Life for evermore. 

We thank Thee, Holy Father, 

For all that gentle Love 
Which leads thefe earthly, anxious hearts 

To peaceful homes above. 
Which Jhows the pajjing vanity 

Of worldly cares and Joys, 
And man's Jlrong will and pajjions* might 

In tendernejs dejlroys. 

We give Thee thanks, Sweet Saviour, 

Our grateful hearts to Thee 
Who pitieth all our Jbrrows 

And all our mijery ; 
We thank Thee for Thy Precious Blood 

Which takes away our Jin, 
Pardons our lives, our words, our deeds, 

Our inmojl thoughts within. 
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O Lamb of God, wc thank Thcc 

For Jlilling all our fears, 
Calming unrcflful human hearts 

And drying all our tears ; 
Drawing to better, purer hopes 

Above, and Rejl in Heaven ; 
Whifp'ring of never-dying Love, 

And every Jin forgiven. 

We give Thee thanks. Good Spirit, 

For Thy Life-giving Power, 
Shining with myjlic fplcndour*s Light 

In Eucharijlic hour ; 
Oh, teach us how to worjhip God 

As Angels do on high, 
And Join our loved Communion with 

Their Altars in the Sky. 

We thank Thee, Holy Spirit, 

Rife Thou within our hearts, 
Illuminate the Myjlery 

This Sacrament imparts ; 
Oh, fanSify the Offerings 

We bring our God to-day ; 
Reveal Thy glorious Prefence, 

And teach as how to pray. 

O Triune God, we thank Thee, 

Thy glorious Name we blejs. 
And ajk Thy Grace to lead us on 

In paths of Holinefs ; 



i 
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Help us each day to work for Thee ; 

Let not Thy BleJJing ceafe ; 
But ever whijper in our hearts 

The parting Words of Peace. 

We give Thee thanks^ O Trinity, 

Eternal Three in One, 
For all the wondrous Love and Grace 

This Sacrament has won ; 
We give Thee thanks, O Trinity, 

Myjlerious One in Three, 
For this bright Light to guide us here 

On to Eternity. 

IRemember fll^e* 

The Chrijiian^s Requeji to his Friend, 
HEN thy heart's emotion 




Yields to deep devotion, 

O Friend, remember me : 
When in Jweet Communion 
Lojl and Jacred Union, 

Oh, then remember me : 
When from earth retiring 
To thy Lord ajpiring. 
All His Grace dejiring. 

Lone thou bow'jl the knee ; 
Then when friends the dearejl 
Are in Jesus nearejl. 

Then, Friend, remember me. 
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T5&^ ChriJiiarCs Requejl to his Saviour. 

When my heart beguiling 
All around is Jmiling, 

O LoRDy remember me : 
When affli3ions prefs me. 
Sins and fears dijlrejs me. 

Oh, Jlill remember me : 
On the couch when lying, 
Languijhing and dying, 
When the lajl, lajl fighing 

Yields my Soul to Thee, 
Then when friends are failing 
Nought on earth availing. 

Oh, then remember me. 

The Saviour's Requeji to the Chrijiian. 

When carejjed, carejjing 
Thine each earthly Blejjing, 

Wilt thou remember Me ? 
Then when funjhine fails thee. 
Then when Jlorm aJQfails thee. 

Will I remember thee : 
When My Word is jpoken. 
When the Bread is broken 
Of My Death the Token, 

Midjl My two or three ; 
Then thy Friend once bleeding. 
Now in Glory pleading, 

Then mojl remember Me. 



) 

/ 
( 

28o %^t W^anKsiilns. 

When My Brethren langaijh 
PreJOfed with want or anguijh, 

In them remember Me : y 

When thou hear'jl what millions f 

Death's dark Jhade pavilions, ^ 

In them remember Me : 
Think what once I fafFered, 
How My Life I offered. 
How My Love dijcovered 

Love to all, to thee : 
Thus with love's emotion. 
Thus with life's devotion. 

Oh, thus remember Me. 

Wait awhile ; be fervent ; 
As My Friend and Servant 

Awhile remember Me : 
Soon Jhall faith to vijion 
Yield in Jweet tranjition 

If thou remember Me : 
Soon with thofe before thee 
Gathered into Glory 
Thou too Jhalt adore Me, 

Soon my Face Jhalt fee ; 
All thy faint remembrance 
Lojl in bright refemblance. 

Oh, then remember Me. 
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JESU, bcjl Beloved, 

Thou Bread by which we live. 
Who now hajl deigned mojl really 
Thy very Self to give, 
From every guilt abfolve me, 

And grant my grief to be 
Sincere and penitential. 
And welcome unto Thee. 

O Jesu, living ViSim, 

By gifts of Grace and Love 
Renew my Soul, and make me 

Acceptable above ; 
By broken Bread and Wine-Cup 

Eternal Life impart. 
And nourijh by Thy Prefence 

Thy Love within my heart 

Make me. Sweet Confoler, 

All vanity to flee ; 
My Buckler, my Defender, 

Give me the ViSory ; 
Teach me Thy Ways, Rejlorer, 

And grant when life be pajl 
In Beatific Vijion 

To Jce Thy Face at lajl. 
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QSl^en t^e? i^ati funis: an ^?mn, tl^e]? 

toent oun 

ALM lay the City in its double jleep. 

Beneath the Pajchal Moon's cold 

Jilvery light 

That flung broad Jhadows o'er the 
rugged Jleep 

Of Olivet that night. 

But foon the calm was broken, and the jbund 

Of Jlrains all fweet and plaintive filled the air ; 
And deep-toned voices echoing all around 
Made mujic everywhere. 

The Holy Rite is o'er ; the BleJJed Sign 

Is given to cheer us in this earthly Jlrife ; 
The Bread is broken and outpoured the Wine — 
Symbols of better Life. 

The bitter cup of wrath before Him lies; 

And yet as up the Jleep they pajs along, 
The mighty ViSim to the Sacrifice, 

They cheer the way with fong. 

We ne'er can know fuch forrow as that night 

Pierced to the Heart the Suffering Son of God ; 
And every earthly Jadnejs is but light 
To that dark path He trod. 
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And yety how faint and feeble rife our fongs ; 
How oft we linger 'mid the Jhadows dim ; 
Nor give the Glory that to Him belongs 
In Eacharijlic Hymn. 

O for an echo of that chant of praife ; 

O for a voice to Jing His mighty Love ; 
O for a refrain of the Hymns they raife 
In the bright Home above. 

Touch Thou our wayward hearts and let them be 

In Jlronger faith to Thy glad Service given, 
Till o*er the margin of Time's furging fca 
We Jing the Song of Heaven. 

%^t Sacrifice ot %^anUsi^ins^ 

ITH heart from fears, with eyes from 
tears. 
With feet from falling free, 
What Jhall I render, O my God, 
For all Thy Gifts to me ? 

What part have I in life, or lot. 

For Him Who made me live ? 
Who gave His Son, what Jhall He not — 

But, oh, what Jhall I give ? 

What Jpikenard odours Jhall I Jhed 

Before the Mercy-feat ? 
What balms outpour about His Head, 

What tears upon His Feet ? 
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Thcnigh every hair a tear Jhould dry, 

Each tear bedew a Jin, 
There jlill would be a death to die, 

A pardon Jlill to win. 

Who with Thine Own ferves Thee alone, 

He bcjl Thy Love repays ; 
I'll take the Cup, and offer up 

Thy BleJJing for my praife. 

Thy Gifts Jhall be my vows to Thee 

For Joy, for forrow blcjl ; 
From Jin, from pain, my Soul, again 

Turn there unto thy rejl. 




H, how could I forget Him 

Who ne'er forgetteth me ? 
Or tell the Love that let Him 
Come down to fet us free ? 
I lay in darkejl fadnejs 

Till He made all things new, 

And Jlill frejh Love and Gladnefs 

Flow from that Heart fo true. 

How could I ever leave Him 
Who is fo kind a Friend ? 

How could I ever grieve Him 
Who thus to me doth bend ? 
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Have I not feen Him dying 

For us on yonder Tree ? 
Do I not hear Him crying— 

Arije and follow Me ? 

For ever will I love Him 

Who faw my hopelejs plight, 
Who felt my forrows move Him 

And brought me Life and Light ; 
Whofe Arm Jhall be around mc 

When my lajl hour is come, 
And jufFer none to wound me 

Though dark the paJQfage home. 

He gives me Pledges holy. 

His Body and His Blood ; 
He lifts the fcomed, the lowly, 

He makes my courage good : 
For He will reign within me. 

And Jhed His Graces there ; 
The Heaven He died to win me 

Can I then fail to Jhare ? 

In Joy and forrow ever 

Shine through me, blejjed Heart, 
Who bleeding for us* never 

Didjl Jhrink from forejl jmart : 
Whatc'er Pve loved or Jlriven 

Or borne I bring to Thee ; 
Now let Thy Heart and Heaven 

Stand open. Lord, to me. 
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%^t ^^MUsiWns^ 




Sltt of tEianfifgiding:. 

j|OLY, Holy, Thcc wc Jing, 

Jesu, with the Angel-throng, 
Unto Thee Thy Children bring, 
Jesus, gifts of heart and fong. 
Christ, the Everlajling God, 
Christ, of Heaven the End, the Road, 
Be Thou ever praifed and blejl. 
Saviour, Lord for aye confejl ; 
Hail ! to Thee all knees are bent ; 
Hail ! mojl wondrous Sacrament. 



ORD, when at Thy holy Table 
We adore Thy Prefence, raife 
Every heart, for Thou art able. 
On the wings of prayer and praije : 
Strengthen, with the Heavenly Food 
Of Thy Body and Thy Blood, 
All who feeble though they be 
Come in faith to feed on Thee. 




Where the Bread of Life is broken 
Glorious is the holy place ; 

Where the Word of Life is fpoken 
Sweet Thy reconciled Face : 
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Love and life and faith and prayer 
Find their deep renewal there, 
All we are or hope to be 
There we get, and give to Thee, 

Myjlery of awful Wonder, 
Thou the Mighty God art there, 

Clothed not in Thy Robes of thunder. 
But in Love fo rich and rare. 

That the nearer we approach 

And the more by faith we touch. 

We the purer BlejQfings prove. 

Higher Joy and deeper Love. 

Awful Prejcnce, ever filling 

As Thou dojl Immenjity, 
Yet in all Thy Greatnejs willing 

Man's incarnate Life to be : 
Oh, the fulnefs of the Blifs 
We may know through Love like this ; 
Oh, the rich and precious Jlore, 
Joy vouchfafed us evermore. 




LORY be to Jesus 

Who in bitter pains 
Poured for me the Life-blood 
From His facred Veins. 
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Grace and Life eternal 
In that Blood I find, 

Blejl be His CompajQfion 
Infinitely kind. 

Blejl through endlefs ages 
Be the precious Stream 

Which from endlejs torments 
Doth the world redeem. 

There the fainting Spirit 
Drinks of Life her fill ; 

There as in a fountain 
Laves herfelf at will. 

Oh, the Blood of Christ, 
It foothes the Father's Ire, 

Opes the gate of Heaven, 
Quells eternal fire. 

Abel's blood for vengeance 
Pleaded to the jkies ; 

But the Blood of Jesus 
For our pardon cries. 

Oft as It is fprinkled 
On our guilty hearts, 

Satan in confujion 
Terror-Jlruck departs. 

Oft as earth exulting 
Wafts Its praije on high. 
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Angel Hojls rejoicing 
Make their glad reply. 

Lift ye then your voices. 

Swell the mighty flood. 
Louder Jlill and louder 

Praife the Precious Blood. 

^tt patent an Hueem^ 

DO not ajk, O Lord, that life may be 

A pleajant road ; 
I do not ajk that Thou wouldjl take 

from me 
Aught of its load ; 
I do not aJk that flowers Jhould always fpring 

Beneath my feet ; 
I know too well the poifon and the jling 

Of things too fweet : 
For one thing only, Lord, Dear Lord, I plead, 

Lead me aright — 
Though Jlrength Jhould falter and though heart 

Jhould bleed — 
Through Peace to Light. 

I do not aJk, O Lord, that Thou Jhouldjl Jhed 

Full Radiance here ; 
Give but a ray of Peace that I may tread 

Without a fear ; 
I do not aJk my Crofs to underjland. 

My way to fee — 

u 
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Better in darknefs jujl to feel Thy Hand 

And follow Thee. 
Joy is like rejllejs day ; but Peace Divine 

Like quiet night : 
Lead me, O Lord — till perfeS Day Jhall Jhine 

Through Peace to Light. 




Brinfft Hem l&ecrn im l^ertffftfiume^ 

RING ye to the Lord, ye mighty. 

Glory, honour, thanks and praije ; 
Bowing low in adoration 

Let your hearts jweet Anthems raije : 
Holy, Holy, ever Holy, 
Art Thou, Saviour, Jesus Christ ! 

Let Thy BlejQiing be upon us. 

Who for us hajl deigned to die. 
On the Crofs Thy Life-BLOOD pouring, 
Very Lamb of God mojl High : 
Holy, Holy, ever Holy, 
Art Thou, Saviour, Jesus Christ ! 




die &fgti of t|)e &Dti of 9^am 



CROSS, O Crofs of Shame, 
In every age the jame. 
Thou Symbol of a Jhameful thing. 
Meet for a Jlave and not a King ; 
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Symbol of Jhame and lojs, 

Where is thy Grace, O Crojs, 

That I Jhould bear thee thus with heart and hand, 

Where earth's rude /corners Jland — 

Myfelf a laughing-Jlock for thee, 

A by-word and a mockery ? 

CroJs, O Crofs of Pain, 
Where is to me the gain 

That in this bleeding heart of mine 

1 nail each bitter nail of thine. 
That Jlill with every breath 

I live a life of death — 

A life that is a daily dying Jlill, 

A death that may not kill ; 

But hour by hour and day by day 

Feeds on the life it will not Jlay ? 

CroJs, O Crofs of Light, 
With Heavenly beauty bright, 

1 love and glory in thy Jhame, 
For He I love has borne the fame. 
The world may fcom and threat 
Her idle vengeance yet. 

But I will bear thee Jlill with heart and hand. 

Though men with devils band ; 

For He I love is with me Jlill, 

And Jhame is fweet if His dear Will. 

O Crofs, O Crofs of Joy, 
Oh, Sweetnefs without cloy. 
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Still wound and pierce my bleeding heart 

For honey jlreams from every dart. 

O crimjbn, crimjbn Tree, 

Still let me cling to thee ; 

In thy dear arms repojlng day by day 

Still let me die alway ; 

For He I love is by my Jidc, 

And death is fweet for He has died. 

O Crofs, O Crofs of Woe, 

When Heaven and earth Jhall glow. 

When blazing in the eajlem Jky 

The Son of Man's dread Sign Jhall lie. 

His Sign no more of Jhame, 

His Crojs, a Crofs of flame 

To whom the gain, to whom the endlejs lojs, 

At that dread Day, O CroJs, 

To /corner or to fcorned on high ? 

The Fire Jhall try ... . the Fire Jhall try. 

3|eCu0 of iE^ajaretf) paffrti bp* 

HOU pajjejl by— Thy awful Step I hear; 
Thou pajfejl by — Thy five dread 
Wounds I Jee ; 
Thou pajfejl by — Thy Javing CroJs I 
clajp 
With penitential tears of agony. 

Thou pajfejl by — I will not let Thee go 
Until Thy Mercy Jlreams into my Soul ; 
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I am Jin-ladcn ; lift the burden off, 

For Thou alone canjl heal and make me whole. 

Renew my Spirit with unfwerving faith, 

While pondering on the path Thy Saints have 
trod; 

With hope and courage nerve this feeble frame 
To follow Thee, Thou Ever-prejent God. 

Thou pajQfejl by — I pray to be illumed 

With Grace and Light ; fo Jhall the darknejs 
flee: 

And theje dim eyes, O Thou Afcended Lord, 
In rapture recognije and gaze on Thee. 

aaifiere pout Crearure (0, tjere toill pour 

l^tavt bt alCo^ 

I FT up your hearts ! 

Unto the Lord we lift. 
For every Grace His Love imparts. 
For every good and undejerv^d Gift. 

Give God the praije ! 

Thus is it right and meet ; 
Therefore our Hymn of Thanks we raife 

As thofe who cajl their crowns before His 
Feet. 

Very meet and right and bounden duty thus our 
Thanks to bring. 
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At all times and in all places, thus Thy endlejs 

Praifes fmg. 
Holy Father, Lord Almighty, Everlajling God 

and King. 
Thus with Angels and Archangels, thus with all 

the Hojls of Heaven, 
Thanks and honour, laud uncea/ing, to Thy 

glorious Name be given ; 
Thee, O God, Whofe uncreated Glory filleth 

heart and Jky, 
Thee mojl Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord of Hojb we 

magnify — 
Glory, never ending Glory, be to Thee, O God 

mojl High. 

All, all in vain 

He jeeks to earth who clings 
To foar aloft in Seraph's jlrain. 

Or fpeed his flight to Heaven on AngePs 
wings. 

For thy bejl weal 

Lay thou not up thy jlore 
Where midnight thieves break through and 
Jteal, 
Where moth and rujl the precious Gift 
devour. 

Let not thy voice 

To Heavenly Jong give birth 
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The while thy carnal heart by choice 
Grovels unlifted from the dujl of earth. 

But with the tongue 

Let loving hearts agree, 
Or elje Jing not the Angel's jbng, 

Or at His Altar bow th' unwelcome knee. 

^Hmn of %^mUstt>ine* 

LESSED Jesus, we will praife Thee, 

Thee, our own jupremejl Good ; 
All we have we offer to Thee, 
Riches, jlation, e'en our blood : 
Joyful hearts and joyful voices 

Hymn Thee, Lord, and own Thy Sway, 
Earth redeemed in Thee rejoices 
Hour by hour and day by day. 

Thou for man Thyfelf didjl offer 

Once a Vi6iim on the Rood ; 
Now each day Thy Love doth proffer 

Thine Own Flesh to be our Food ; 
•Neath the Form of Bread, obfcurely 

Thou, Lord Jesus, will'Jl to hide ; 
But faith finds Thee, knowing Jurely 

Thou with us wilt e'er abide. 

Of the Father Sole-Begotten, 

What could caufe Thee Love like this ? 

Why for us hajl Thou forgotten 
Thy Co-equal Throne in blifs ? 
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Ah ! 'tis Love has thus overcome Thee ; 

Thou its force Divine would'Jl prove : 
Anjwer, Earth ! ye Angels tell me. 

Do you know of greater Love ? 

Sing then, Brothers ! in Thankfgiving 

CeafeleJDily our lives be fpent : 
Blejl be Jesus, ever Living 

In His wondrous Sacrament : 
Jesus patiently endures us, 

Praije the Jwcetnejs of His Name : 
We are Jinners ; but He heals us 

In His Heart's own deanjing flame. 

O my Jesus! long-fought Treajure, 

Come ! and dwell within my heart ; 
Make me love Thee without meajure. 

Never, never, from me part : 
Eaje for me life's weary burthen. 

And when death draws nigh then come ! 
Thou my Saviour, Thou my Guerdon, 

Food to cheer me journeying Home. 



I^fmmelati gefit unfre Bafin^ 

HAVENWARD Jlill ! our pathway 
tends. 
Here on earth we are but jlrangers. 
Till our road in Canaan ends. 
Through this wild bejet with dangers ; 
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Here we rove, a pilgrim-band. 
Heaven we call our Father-land. 

Heavenward jlill ! my Soul afcend. 

Thou art one of Heaven's creations ; 
Earth can ne'er give aim or end 
Fit to fill thy afpirations ; 

Oft will Heaven-enlightened mind 
Longing turn its Source to find. 

Heavenward jlill ! in Volume blejl 

GoDy throughout its jacred Pages, 
Calls me thus, and fpeaks of Rejl, 
Rejl with Him through endlejs ages. 
While mine ear that Call attends. 
Still to Heaven my path afcends. 

Heavenward Jlill ! my thoughts arife, 
When His fejlal Board invites me ; 
Then my Spirit upward flies, 

Foretajle then of Heaven delights me : 
When on earth this Food has ceajed, 
Comes the Lamb's Own Marriage-feajl. 

Heavenward jlill ! my Spirit wends, 

That fair Land by faith exploring ; 
Heavenward jlill ! my heart ajcends. 
Sun and moon and jlars out-jbaring : 
Their faint rays in vain would try 
Once with Light of Heaven to vie. 
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Heavenward jlill ! when life Jhall doje. 

Death to my true Home jhall guide me ; 
There, triumphant o'er my woes, 
Lajling Blijs jhall God provide me : 
Christ Himfelf the way has led. 
Joyful in His Steps I tread. 

Still then Heavenward ! Heavenward jlill ! 

That jhall be my watchword ever ; 
Joys of Heaven my heart jhall fill, 
Chajing joys that filled it never : 

Heavenward jlill my thoughts jhall run 
Till the gate of Heaven be won. 




Sing %ltb tjertounater, 3efu mefm 

JESU, Pierced for love of me, 
How can this poor heart grateful be ? 
Would that my burning love might be 
Even as is Thy Love to me : 
Now on a wondrous wife dojl Thou 
Thy very Self on me bejlow : 
Love bids Thee jloop to be fo low — 
But who that depth of Love can know ? 

Oh, come to me, Dear Lord, I pray 
And let Thy Love my Spirit jlay : 
Behold, it longeth fore for Thee, 
I would it might more worthy be. 
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To forcjl jlrcams the Hart doth hie 
When he for thirjl is fain to die ; 
And ]b my Soul doth pant for Thee, 

Jesu, Jesu, come to me. 

1 cannot love Thee as I would. 
Yet pardon me, O Highejl Good ; 
My life and all I call mine own 
I lay before Thine Altar-Throne : 
And if a thoujand lives were mine, 
O Sweetejl Lord, they Jhould be Thine ; 
And fcanty would the offering be, 
So richly hajl Thou loved me. 

die Slnfstlit l^pmm 

VERMORE their lauds the Angel hojls 
are Jinging, 
Honour, Praije and Glory to the 
Three in One ; 
Wherefore jhould not we too our lowly jervice 
bringing. 
Swell that mighty chorus ever here beneath the 
Jun? 

Saviour, Thou hajl told us, wherefoe*er ajQfemble 
Two or three to praije Thee, there Thou art 
furely nigh. 
There too are Thine Angels : jb let the haughty 
tremble. 
For thofe mighty Spirits fold their jhow white 
wings and cry — 
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Lowly, lowly bending in deepejl adoration — 

Holy, Holy, Holy, God of Hojls, they Jing : 
With their glorious voices they jwell our faint 
Oblation ; 
Round us Jlill they hover when our Sacrifice we 
bring. 

Into all the glories of our Rites mojl holy. 
Sacrificial wonders. Angels deign to look : 

CHRiSThath diedfor mortals in felf-devotion lowly : 
Thence do Angels wait on man, Jo Jaith the 
Sacred Book. 

How can we be worthy, we weak and erring 
creatures, 
Of fuch potent BlejQings, Angels to befriend? 
Something grant us, Saviour, of thoje Angel* 
natures. 
Love for Thee as boundlejs. Love to Jcrve Thee 
without end. 



(CuSate et WLibtu^ 

H me ! who am of Jinful lips, 
Nurfed in a Jhadowy, dark edipfe. 
Too long behind the dreary cloud 
Of ignorance wrapt, and forrow's 
jhroud ; 
Ah me ! and who am I to tell 
What Life, what Love, and Sweetnejs well 
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With overflowing jlreams, from Thcc, 
My Lord and God. — Ah me ! Ah me ! 

And who am I, that I jhould trace 
With feeble pen Thine inward Grace ; 
Tell of that Manna wondrous Jweet, 
That hidden Bread for Angels meet. 
When none may know its depth of Love, 
Save thoje who do its Riches prove. 
When learning is but idle hire. 
And burning words of living fire. 

Ah ! not to highejl grafp of thought. 

To eloquence and learning nought, 

The holy light of Love is given 

And fcience of the things of Heaven ; 

Not to the high and lordly proud 

*Tis given to pierce the covering Jhroud, 

And aye as theje more high afpire 

Droops down and fmoulders Heavenly Fire. 

But they who come and childlike feek, 
With lowly fuit and conjcience meek, 
For Jhelter *neath the Holy Crofs, 
Holding all other harbour lojs, 
Shall in that blejQfed pale where dew 
Of Verity falls ever new, 
Drink of the Catholic Fount, and know 
What hidden tajle lies hid below. 
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The Spirit and the Bride fay — Come ! 
And echoing hearts cry — Hajlen Home ! 
No more in idle ignorance 
Inhale each breath the Jinful trance. 
But bid rejblve to faith allied 
Spring from within. Jit by thy Jide, 
And then how gladly jhall ye run, 
When once thou hajl thy courje begun. 

All things corporeal or void. 
Hated mayhap or once enjoyed. 
Change as ye run ; Joy underjlood 
Is now received with gratitude ; 
Ills that ye fled, tranfmuted, bring 
New Love upon their healing wing ; 
Yea, Death is but a paj[ing Jlrife 
To enter by the gates of Life. 

O ye who live within the pale 

Of God's One Church, and at the rail 

Receive the blifsful Gift of Love, 

That holy bond of Union prove : 

Paufe as ye kneel, and lingering Jlay 

With loving, longing, new delay. 

In memory of Him who rejls 

In jpecial Prejence in your breajls. 

Kneel on, and raije your hearts on high 
With upward intercejponal cry. 
For thoje who wander in a dream. 
Who may in ignorance blajpheme. 
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That thcje may roufc them from their Jleep, 
And learn ere long how Jweetly deep. 
The hidden Love they may inherit, 
Echoing the Bride and Holy Spirit. 
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ION ! mourn, thy voice Jubduing, 
Turn to lamentation, viewing 

All men's wild and fearful rage ; 
Loving greatly, greatly wailing, 
Praije thy God, though Jin prevailing 
Lively hate in thee engage. 

Joy in God now well thou leavejl. 
Nor that Jacred Food receivejl 

Which makes life to live indeed : 
He with Jlripes again is goaded. 
And with deep reproaches loaded 

Who to Jave us came to bleed. 

Oh, how vile was the commijjion, 
How abhorred the repetition 

Of the Crojs, that deed of Jhame : 
His Difciplcs bajely flying ; 
Priejl and people loudly crying, 

For the death of God exclaim. 

What the Love of God hath lent us, 
And for our Salvation Jent us 
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Into judgment here is turned ; 
Here the Holy is profaned 
Here the Word of Truth difdaincd. 

With contempt the Good is fpurned. 

He, the Lamb, Heaven's Adoration, 
In the Altar's pure Oblation 

Can but low ejleem jecure ; 
Light to Heaven here darkly hidden, 
Praifed above here rudely bidden 

Contradifiion to endure. 

Who in Heaven with Jubilation, 
Here in bitter indignation 

Stand, the Mcjcngcrs of light : 
Howl, ye foes of God ! and tremble, 
Nor your dread of Him dijjcmble. 

Sinners ! when He comes in Might. 

Sheep and goats of diverfe fpirits 
Find Him tempered to their merits. 

Due Rewards to each He deals ; 
Christ, Himfelf the ViSim giving, 
Is the Judge of all men living, 

And e'en now their Jentence Jeak. 

Doth this jpeech your dread awaken 
Thundered forth by faith unjhaken ? 

Hear a Speech more jlern and dread — 
With Me ye Jhall enter never. 
Nor My Banquet tajle for ever — 

Thus th' unchanging King hath Jaid. 



r 
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Still He looks 'mid Gucjls reclining, 
*Mid fo many vcjlurcs jhining, 
If a Guejl unrobed be found : 
. Oh, what weight of chains Jhall bind him. 
What a mijl of darknefs blind him, 
Given up to torments bound« 

Many Jhall in Hell awaken 
By the Jleep of death overtaken. 

Guilty of the Flesh of Christ. 
Whither are ye blindly going ? 
Now the Vine is Life bejlowing. 

Why are ye to death enticed ? 

Lord, to whom Jhall we retiring 
Go from Thee, his face dejiring, 
There with better hopes enquiring — 

Thou the Truth, the Life, the Way ? 
Lo ! we Jland in terror fuing, 
And our Jlubborn Souls fubduing, 
Praife and Jbrrow both renewing, 

Projlrate hearts before Thee lay. 

Thy Rebuke on us is turned 

When Thou with contempt art fpurned. 

And with wrath our hearts are burnM 

When Thy foes are thus profane. 
Gentle Lamb, Propitiation 
For the Jinful world's Salvation, 
Mourn we Thine Humiliation ; 

Thou their wickednejs rejlrain. 

X 
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Stop the mouth that Thee blafphemeth, 
Heal the mind that faljely deemeth. 
Stay the hand that vile ejleemeth, 
Turn from love that only jeemeth. 

Make Thy Fear on all to [eizc* 
While we vi?w this profanation 
What can check our lamentation ? 
Lo ! ourjelves are Thy Oblation ; 
Sighs and tears, our ajpiration, 

Grant us which Thyjelf may pleaje. 

%\)z Brolien anH tlnbrofeen aSoUp* 

ROKEN in the mortal Jlrife, 
Broken at the Fount of life, 
Earthen Pitcher, Golden Bowl, 
Wajh me, cleanje me, make me whole. 

All too faint, too feebly flow, 
Hands and Feet and bleeding Brow ; 
Broken Heart, give all Thy Flood, 
Welling Water, welling Blood, 

Drained of Water, full of Light, 
Broken in the battle's night : 
Earthen Vejjel, to the brim 
Full of Treafure, full of Him ! 

Bread of Life, to parted Guejl, 
Parted only when He Blejfed ; 
Parted, in partition One, 
Broken Flesh, Unbroken Bone. 
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Parted as His Robe was Jhred, 
Like the Coat unbroken Bread ; 
Rent without that each may win, 
Undivided, One within. 

Parted only while we eat. 
Parted not when now we meet 
One in Him, when all adore,^ 
Men and Angels evermore. 

CSe Completion of tje feacrfflce^ 

r is finijhed — Jesus faid. 
Bowing on the Crojs His Head. 
It is finijhed — He Jays now 
When the Voice comes Jbft and low : 

Lo ! the ViSim's Flesh and Blood — 

Eat and drink with gratitude. 

But if any would have part 
They mujl Jbrrow with That Heart ; 
Then, if Jesus thus be given. 
They muJl render back to Heaven 
Holy thanks of heart and will, 
Elje it is unfinijhcd Jlill. 

Were it from my heart alone 
Praije afcended to Thy Throne, 
Were there not within its jhrine 
More than earthly Bread and Wine, 
Then, O then, it could not blefs 
Save by owning thanklejfnejs. 
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But there entered this fweet hour 
To my heart heart-changing Power ; 
Now that inner Aid I claim, 
All within me, praije God's Name ; 
Thou didjl teach Thine Own to pray. 
Teach me now to praije and Jay — 

Wake, my glory ; wake, fweet Jlring ; 
I myfelf will wake and jing ; 
Lo ! my heart forgets its care, 
For my Love hath entered there. 
And its only thought is this — 
He is mine, and I am His. 

What the Fathers longed to fee. 
And the Prophets' company, 
What the holy Kings long dead 
Their true Crown had reckoned. 
The mojl holy Bread of Heaven, 
This to me is freely given. 

What the people on the jhore 
Prayed might feed them evermore. 
What the woman by the well 
AJked, that jhe might thirjllefs dwell. 
This is rendered to our need. 
Meat indeed and Drink indeed. 

Who jhall meafure out Its price ? 
Who for It make facrifice ? 
Gold or rubies gauge It never. 
All from all for It may fever. 
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And though nought to yield remain 
Infinite would be their gain. 

Therefore with all Hojls on high, 
Alleluia ! rapt I cry ; 
Praije to Him Who from the Highejl 
Hath to lowly Souls come nighejl ; 
Sing of Him till time Is o'er, 
Alleluia! evermore. 



a@ifceIIaneou9 S>?mn0. 

EUCHJRISTIG HTMNS ANCIENT 
AND MODERN. 

feucDim Cocoa. 

SINFUL Man, O Lord, am L 
I bid thee not depart. 

If Thou forfake me, Lord, I die. 
Lift up thbie heart ! Lift up 
thine heart ! 

Thou art Jo near, yet I Jb blind ; 
I Jb forgetful, Thou Jb kind : 
O God, how can'Jl Thou think of me ? 
I pity thee ! I pity thee. 

Dark bygone years around me frown, 
In drear defpair my Soul Jinks down ; 
How dare I meet Thy pleading Eye ? 

Thou Jhalt not die : thou Jhalt not die. 
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Jesu, I am fo full of Jhamc, 

That Thou hajl not one word of blame ; 

Can I not for Thee fuffer lofs ? 

Take up thy Crofs : take up thy Crojs. 

O be not angry ! may I jpeak ? 
Thou art fo Mighty, I Jo weak ; 
My God, what may I give to Thee ? 

Thine heart to Me : thine heart to Me. 

Yet once again ; for Thou art kind : 
Strange doubts jweep Jlormy o'er my mind ; 
No Glory round Thy Food Divine ? 

Who jeeks a fign ? Who Jeeks a Jign ? 

O be not angry ! if I do 
As Thou dojl bid, O God mojl True, 
What time wilt let me fpend with Thee ? 
Eternity: Eternity. 

Lord, I choofe Thee, now, for ever ; 
Me from Thee no Death Jhall fever ; 
How canjl Thou love a Jlave like me ? 

Come jup with Me : come fup with Me. 

Sad Heart, opprejl by Jin and care. 
Soar thou from earth to purer air : 
Know'Jl not in yonder Bread and Wine 
Thy God and mine, thy God and mine ? 
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HRISTI AN, when thine anxious fpirit 

Is by lonely hours opprejl, 
Yearning o*er the loved and abfent 
In jblidtous unrejl. 
Think of him that lay at fupper 
Folded to his Saviour's Breajl. 

Let not thought alone fuifice thee ; 

Steep thy Soul m fuller light, 
Where the fplendours of God's Mercy 

Beam like Altar-candles bright, 
Where our Lord renews the Wonders 

Of His EuchariJUc night. 

Where the Church's pure Oblations 

On the Linen white are laid, 
Worjhip thou the Word Incarnate, 

Hid from jenje, to faith dijplayed. 
Him, the Holiejl of all Holies, 

Him, thy very prejcnt Aid. 

Brother Mine — His Voice is calling — 

Lo ! I come for love of thee, 
I That plead before the Father 

All I fuffered on the Tree ; 
Give thy jecret to My keeping, 

Ajk whate'er thou wilt from Me. 
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He Jhall make thy full heart anjwer. 

Not for thy poor Jingle need — 
Lamb of God, and Life eternal, 

Whfle on Thee I come to feed, 
For the dear ones that Thou gavejl 

Let this Offering intercede. 

So, a Prince with God prevailing. 
Thou jhalt hold up Christ His Son, 

Bid Him look on His Anointed 
Through the work on Calvary done ; 

Till for dl whoje weal thou Jeekejl 
Fulnefs of His Grace be won. 

Rife ! the Priejl has left the Altar ; 

Thou hajl wrought a work to-day, 
Thanks to Him Whoje Love tranjcendeth 

All that thou canjl think or pray. 
Whom to trujl is lifers true funjhine, 

Whom to love is blijs for aye. 

^altie, &ang:uf0 &al6atDri0^ 

AIL ! Blood of Christ, the Saviour, 

Unto Whom, both night and day, 
Still prejent to the vijion 
Of my inmojl heart, I pray. 
Hail ! Sacred Blood, which truly 
Camed'Jl forth from out the Side 
Of Jesus the Anointed, 

In abundant Stream jupplied« 
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Hail ! Who by Thcc hath wajhcd us, 

The ViSim Who hath Jlood 
Upon the Crojs in agony f 

Forth Jhedding Streams of Blood ; 
Hail ! Who to cruel Jcourging | 

His Mangled Body gave, 
God for man outpouring 

From His Side the healing Wave. 

Hail ! Thou that to the whole earth 

Art Safety, Health and Aid, 
That art for man's Redemption 

The Price his Saviour paid. , 

Hail ! Thou, that preordained 1 

Life's Jujlenance to be. 
Our Enemy's deJlru6{ion, 

Hajl from Satan jet us free. 

Hail ! Precious Blood, our Remedy 

To heal the wounds of Jin, 
By the Chalice made partakers 

Of the javing Health therein. 
Hail! for Jin-tormented 

To many a weary Soul, 
Thou art the Conjblation 

That relieves and makes it whole. 

Hail ! Fount of Mercy, fpringing 

Forth from God for evermore ; 
Although a guilty Jinner 

Grace and Pardon I implore. 
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That pure I may continue 

By Thee made clean again, 
And renewed, O Gracious Saviour, 

Dwell alone in Thee. Amen. 




MY Saviour, from Thy bleeding 
Fount of woes 
Thy Cup of Love o'erflows : 
Not to me only theje Thy Dews 
Which Life and Health diffufe, 
But unto mine in dijlance found 
May the blejl Tide abound 
Which creeps to roots of defcrt flowers half-dead ; 
Woke by the touch they live, and bow the thank- 
ful head. 
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ANY the voices, yet but one the theme : 
Weak though the injlruments, the lips 
are fain 
That mingle here of loving verfe the 
Jlream 
For thee, mojl Holy Feajl ; and raife a Jlrain 
Of laud and threne, hymn, prayer, and triumph 

blent. 
To Thee, Food, Sacrifice, Type, Sacrament. 
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As the fair Dove, that walking in the fun 
To each beholder Jhows with jeveral jheen ; 

All jilvery white her feathers are to one, 
Which to another azure glance or green ; 

To a fourth purple ; but to all are bright, 

Cheering the eyes with many-coloured light ; 

So does the Sacred Feajl itfelf approve 

In ajpeSs multitudinous ; yet all 
Are emanations from the Fount of Love ; 

And to one goal by many ways recall 
The pilgrims' hearts that in the defert jlray. 
Hungering and thirjling on their weary way. 

Somewith Faith's eagle eye pierce through the veil^ 
And fee the Myjlery in vijion clear : 

Some with obfcurer Jight the BleJjSng hail. 
And count the Promije, though more dim, as 
dear: 

Some trembling jlretch a hand bedewed with tears, 

Some on Love's wings dijdain all doubting fears« 

One brings his lacrymal for conjcious Jin ; 

Another lights the incenje of glad praije ; 
This trims his lamp, and comes more oil to win ; 

That fans the embers their firjl flame to raife : 
Martha jeeks help to work with pious care, 
And Mary breaks her box of fpikenard rare. 

But all fpeak well of Thee, thou Holy Feajl ! 
All do Thee honour in their varied kind : 
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As in an Organ, greatejl pipes and leajl 

Mingle in one full jea of fong combined, 
So Saint and Penitent, Jo young and old, 
In Thee Jupplies for all they need behold. 

All do Thee honour who Thy Fea/l attend : 
One jees an Altar ; one a Banquet jpread : 

And Thou art All to all ; jince Christ doth bend 
Prom Heaven, to be to all their Manna-bread. 

Then Join we in this highejl AS of Prayer : 

All that Christ meant let each dijcover there ! 




EHOLD this Book ! Its Giver did 
engage 
That I jhould read it throughly, page 

by page. 
For He therein had writ 
A jlrangely marvellous hijlory, 
Part dearnejs and part myjlery, 
As to Him feemed fit. 

I took the Gift : but fcarce mine eyes were jet 
Upon the tale, than they with tears were wet ; 

Said I — ^This grief is mine. 
I turned the leaf; Jlraightway a gleam of Joy 
Difperjed the Jhadow of the pajl annoy ; 

Methought — My jun doth Jhinc, 
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I ready and read ; nor yet the fpell did break : 
At lajl, perplexed, to my Friend I fpake — 

This Book tells all of me ; 
Bat Thou its Author art, and I would claim 
That Thou Jhould'Jl add thereto Thy written 
Name 

That it may tell of Thee. 

To which He fadly — 'Tis My frequent tajk 
To tell Mine Own they know not what they ajk. 

Then with a crimjbn Jlain 
He jigned a Crojs above, a Name below. 
The Jight whereof Jo filled my heart with woe 

I dared not look again. 

I prayed Him clofe the Book. Nay — ^faith my 

Friend — 
This pain is thy beginning, not thine end ; 

Thou wilt be wijer Jbon : 
My Crofs in all its beauty thou jhalt Jee, 
Beyond all elje this Sign Jhall be to thee 

My greatejl, highejl Boon. 

Yea, even fo. My darknejs may be light. 
Or all my Junjhine fade in Jaddejl night ; 

For I am reading jlill. 
Yet oft returning to that title page. 
One view whereof doth all my grief ajfuage. 

And all my joy fulfil. 

That Book, it is my life ; that Crofs, the Jign 
That I am my Dear Lord's, and He is mine. 
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LADDENING Light, all glorious Fire 
Of the Evcrlajling Sire, 
Jesu Christ, Thou Blcjfcd Son 
Of the Heavenly Holy One : 
At all Jeajbns, through all time 
Worthy art Thou to be Jung 
With the jweet according chime 
Of full many an hallowed tongue : 
Son of God, Who Life dojl give 
Whereby all the world doth live. 
Thee the world doth praije and blejs 
Glorious in Thy Holinejs ; . 
Send we pray the Spirit down 
With His Grace our Gifts to crown 
Evermore our Light to be. 
Light to lead us unto Thee. 

j3Dele(Cate in j3Domine^ 

ES, Lord, I will delight in Thee in 
every mood of mind, 
My Soul Jhall linger near Thee, for 
Thy Prejence only Jlgh, 
Whether Thou lead to Calvary all human hope 

rejigned. 
Or bid it tremble in the Joy Saints feel when Thou 
art nigh. 
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My Soul Jhall JliU delight in Thee, in Thine JhaU 

make its life. 
Shall fix on Thee its hopes and fears, no other 

love jhall own, , , r « 

Walk Jlep by Jlep bejide Thee, though it follow 

to the Jlrife . . j j 

Where Peter's courage failed him, and he dared 
his Lord dijbwn. 

My Soul Jhall JWU delight in Thee, JhaU feek Thy 

Manger low, 
Where Thou, earth's choicejl Flower, on earth s 

rudejl couch wajl laid, ,,<.!.» 

Shall UJlen to the Angels' fong, watch Jofeph s 

bended brow, . ,, , 

And mufe upon the Strength Divine that Mary's 

Heart upjlayed. 

My Soul Jhall JliU delight in Thee, Jhall watch 

Thy ChUdhood's home. 
And when at lajl Thou leave it to do battle with 

Shall lote Kger near Thee, though in the 
It canuotl^-lSTknows-ThineHand out- 
Jlretched to fave. 

My Soul JhaU JlUl delight in Thee, when on the 
Crofs reclined , 

The Chalice that Thy Up hath blejl U onward 
pajl to mine, 



Shall more and more delight in Thee when pain 

and forrow bind, 
As Joy's weak bonds had never done, my inmojl 

life to Thine. 

My Soul Jhall jlill delight in Thee when the lajl 

hour draws near — 
Then, Lord, and more than ever then Jhall lijlen 

for Thy Voice, 
In patient hope Jhall wait on Thee, and cajling 

out all fear. 
E'en in the blinding grafp of Death Jhall dafp 

Thee and rejoice. 
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AIL! Jesu Christ, the Father's 
WoRD,theJlainlefs Virgin's Son, 
Thou Lamb of God, Thou Saviour 
Dear, Oblation pure and One, 
True Flesh, and Fount whence BleJJings come. 

Hail ! Jesu Christ, the Angels' praife, the Glory 

of the Blejl, 
Vijion of Peace, as Godhead True and PcrfeS 

Man confejl, 
Flower and Fruit of Virgin Womb. 

Hail ! Jesu Christ, the Father's Light, Thou 
Prince of happy Peace, 
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Gate of the Heavens, Living Bread, That givejl 
faith's increafe, 
Child of a Maiden, Shrine of Deity. 

Hail ! Jesu Christ, the Heaven's Day, the Ran- 

fom of mankind, 
Joy of the heart, the Angels' Bread, and Gladnejs 
to the mind. 
Thou King and Bridegroom of virginity. 

Hail ! Jesu Christ, Jlraight Way, full Truth, 

our Prize and highejl Love, 
Thou Source of rapture, Sweetnefs, Peace, and 
endlefs Rejl above. 
Eternal Life, Thy Name be aye adored, 
O Jesu Christ, Who art both God and Lord. 



&pttftual Communion^ 

ORD, I cannot feek Thee 
At Thy Altar-Throne, 
Yet may I receive Thee 
Friendlefs and alone. 

Thou Who in the Garden 

« 

All alone didjl pray. 
Look upon Thy Servant, 
Vijit me this day. 

Where before the Altar 
Crowds adoring kneel. 
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There in very EJJence 
Thou dojl come to heal. 

Far from Priejl and Altar, 

Christ, to Thee I cry. 
Come to me in Spirit, 

Let me feel Thee nigh. 

In my Jilent worjhip 

Let me Jhare the Feajl ; 
Be Thy Love the Altar,. 

Be Thyfelf the Priejl. 

For that dread Reception 

Let Thy Grace be mine ; 
Give me true contrition. 

Give me faith Divine. 

Though the Words of Pardon 

Now I may not hear, 
Yet Thine Abfolution 

Lightens all my fear. 

Knit me in Communion 

With thojc Spirits blejl. 
Whom Thy Body Jlrengthens 

In the Land of Rejl, 

Thus would I receive Thee 

Friendlejs and alone ; 
But I long to hail Thee 

At Thine Altar-Throne. 
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Cet &an(tu0« 

RIGHT the vijion that delighted 
Once the Jight of Judah's Seer, 
Sweet the countlefs tongues united 
To entrance the Prophet's ear. 
Round the Lord in Glory jeated. 

Cherubim and Seraphim 
Filled His Temple, and repeated 
Each to each th' alternate Hymn — 

Lord, Thy Glory fills the Heaven, 

Earth is with its fulnefs Jlored ; 
Unto Thee be Glory given, 

Holy, Holy, Holy Lord. 
Heaven is Jlill with Glory ringing. 

Earth takes up the Angels' cry — 
Holy, Holy, Holy, finging. 

Lord of Hojls, the Lord mojl High. 

Ever thus in God's high praijes, 

Brethren, let our tongues unite ; 
Chief the heart when duty raifes 

GoD-ward at His myjlic Rite : 
With His Seraph train before Him, 

With His holy Church below. 
Thus conjpire we to adore Him, 

Bid we thus our Anthem flow. 

Lord, Thy Glory fills the Heaven, 
Earth is with its fulnefs Jlored ; 



Unto Thee be Glory given, 

Holy, Holy, Holy Lord. 
Thus Thy glorious Name confejjing, 

We adopt Thy Angels' cry — 
Holy, Holy, Holy, blejjing 

Thee the Lord of Hojls mojl high. 




AY ! touch Me not — ^what mean thejc 
Words that fall 
As cold and chilly on the Magdalene's 
ear. 
As biting frojl which comes in early jpring 

And nips the buds and flowers as they appear : 
Cold words that well might chill the loving Soul 
Thatjcarcelycouldatfirjlitsnew-bomjoycontroul? 

Nay ! touch Me not — ^what mean thefe Words ? 
for Jhe 

At Simon's fupper erjl her Lord did greet, 
And heedlejs of men's taunts and fcom did wajh 

With flood of bitter tears His blejfed Feet ; 
She wajhed, Jhe wiped them with her hair, and won 
Cleanjing and pardon for the jmful a6i Jhe'd done. 

Nay ! touch Me not — ^what mean theje Words ? 
for Jhe 
The precious alabajler box did break ; 
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The Jick the Good Phyjician did anoint 

That Jhe from Him rich largejfes might take, 
And type of myjlic teaching e'er afford 
When for His Burial Jhe anointed Christ the 
Lord. 

Nay ! touch Me not — what mean thefe Words ? 
for Jhe 
When men's hearts failed was true and faithful 
found ; 
And loving much, the Jinner much forgiven 
Stood near when to the Crojs her Lord was 
bound ; 
And now for love of Him at early morn, 
Unto the Sepulchre frejh fpices Jhe had borne. 

What mean thefe Words? no mortal e'er can 
Jbund 

The depth of tendernefs which they difplay ; 
Not cold but full of Love, for oh ! methinks 

Jesus to wondering Mary feems to fay — 
As Guerdon of the love which thou dojl feel, 
To thee the firjl of all I will new Truth reveal : 

No longer now with earthly touch draw nigh ; 

No longer now cling thou round My Feet, 
As if thou wouldjl Me as Rabboni know. 

And only as the Son of Mary greet ; 
A holier touch hereafter Jhall be thine 
When thou Jhaltknow thy Lord by Sacramental 
Sign. 
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When to My Father I afcend on High 
And Jit in Glory on My Heavenly Throne, 

Then thou Jhalt deeper Myjleries dijcem, 
And Me, as Equal to the Father, own : 

And thou Jhalt touch by living hand of faith 

Me, God and Man, Who purcha/ed Life by 
Juffering Death. 




(D 9DU, 9Den mtint &ttlt Uthu 



THOU, my loving thought's Employ, 

My heart's abiding place. 
Who giv'Jl me Life and Peace and Joy, 

And crownejl me with Grace : 



There is none other. Lord, as Thou, 

For Thou art all to me ; 
No rejl can this poor heart allow, 

Until it rejl in Thee ; 

Till Thou, Blejl Lord, Thyfelf bejlow 

In fulnefs, as Thou art ; 
Till of that Love Thy loved ones know 

Thou have ajfured my heart. 

Therefore dojl Thou our Souls invite 
To where Thy Board is Jpread, 

And giv'Jl, as on that folemn Night, 
Thyjelf in Wine and Bread. 
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There fought I Thee with fpirit weak, 

Rejoicing now and Jbund ; 
For where Thy good Word bade me Jcek, 

There furely Thee I found : 

Yes, Thee, my loving thought's Employ, 

My heart's abiding place, 
Who giv^Jl me Life and Peace and Joy, 

And crownejl me with Grace. 




OW let the Bride awake. 
The Spirit's echo be, 
And welcome all who thirjl to take 
The Living Waters free. 



Ruler and Scribe and Priejl, 
Jerufalem at large. 
Were firjl invited to the Feajl 
Provided without charge. 

But, Jince they jcorned to come. 
He Who the Table fpread 
Hath bid His Servants ilU the room 
With Gentile poor injlead. 

Come! naked, blind and halt; 
Come ! hungry and athirjl : 
The Lowly God will here exalt ; 
Here may the lajl be firJl. 
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He comes ! the Royal Heir, 
To fcek and jave the lojl : 
His is a Banquet all may jhare, 
Though pricelejs, free of cojl. 




%^t ifaft^ul &mVg approacfi^ 

COME, O Father Kind ; 
I trujl Thy patient Love, 
Nor doubt Jhall longer vex my mind. 
Nor fear my heart Jhall move : 
Enough to know Thy boundlefs Grace 
A Jinner calls to feek Thy Face. 

I come. Almighty King ; 

Thy Mercy's gentle call 
So jweetly draws my Soul to bring 

The tribute of its all : 
En&ugh to know Thou lovejl bejl 
The large dejire of lowly breajl. 

I come, O Saviour Dear ; 

I come, by Sin opprejfed 
To Thee Who will the guilty clear 

And give the weary Rejl : 
Enough to know that Thou hajl died 
To jlay at once my fear and pride. 

I come, O Christ, my Lord ; 
I cry for Living Bread 
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Found but in Thcc, the Living Word, 

Which all Thy Saints has fed : 
Enough to know who eateth Thee 
In everlajling Life Jhall be. 




SLn Jntroit for t^e (Cpfpl^ani^^ 

HEN Christ, the Lord, to earth 
came down 
He fet a glittering Star on high, 
A Jewel from His Kingly Crown 
Dropped on His paJQfage through the Jky : 
And o'er the Babe's poor Home it Jhone^ 

A Sentry there in gleaming drejs 
That Heaven its glorious King might own, 

While earth received His Lowlinejs : 
And Faith brought Sages from afar, 

And Faith their Kingly Offerings poured, 
And Faith revealed where jlood the Star, 
The Prefence of the Christ, the Lord. 

When Christ, the Lord, would viSory win 

The bitter Crojs its arms outflung. 
And there to conquer Death and Sin 

Outjlretched in pain and Jhame He hung : 
And there men fcorned the Blood He Jhed, 

And there men mocked His Pain and Shame, 
And yet a Crown was on His Head, 

And on the Crofs the Kingly Name : 
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And fome their Love with reverence brought^ 
And jbme in Love His Shame adored, 

And Love, Love's deepejl myjlery taught 
The Prefence of the Christ, the Lord. 

When Christ, the Lord, would mount His 
Throne, 

And in His Father's Glory reign. 
He left a BleJTmg for His Own, 

A Prefence that Jhould Jlill remain : 
He brake the Bread, He bleJQfed the Wine, 

He faid — My Blood, My Body fee — 
Earth's lowliejl Food He took for jign 

Of Heaven's mojl Holy Myjlery. 
O Star, O Crojs, O Myjlery blejl, 

O Grace in lowliejl vejflfels Jlored, 
O Faith, O Love, bring us our rejl. 

The Prefence of the Christ, the Lord. 



3|am ILtsiH umbra clautiftur^ 

*EN now the legal Jhadows fade. 
And now a newborn Light difplayed. 
While every natural Jlar declines. 
Upon a world in twilight Jhines. 

Then, Christ our King, with loving care 

Thou didjl Thy Supper-feajl prepare. 

And make the myjlic Pafch to be 

Our Feajl of Immortality. 
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O Thou Whom Judas did reJcS, 
Receive the prayers of Thine EleS ; 
Oh, lighten us this very night, 
Wajh us, and guide our hearts aright. 
Oh, let Thy everfweet Dejire 
Set all our inmojl hearts on fire ; 
Let faith prepare and labour fit 
Thy chofen Ones with Thee to Jit, 
That Jo we may when called by Grace, 
When each is Jummoned to his place. 
Drink from Thy Cup the Blood Divine 
Till nature yield and fenje decline. 

%^t (Carl? Ctitf(tfan0' (Eucfiatilt 

HROUGH the long hidden years Thou 
hajl Jbught me, 
A Child of expeSance and tears ; 
Through the twilight of Jlars Thou 
hajl brought me. 
Through doubting and manifold fears. 

True, the bright Pajchal moon Jhone out clearly. 
And Songs of the Feajl filled the air, 

But the Temple the ancients loved dearly. 
Ah, Jbmething was Jlill wanting there. 

All its types and dim Jhadows but lead me 
Where now, at Thy pure Altar-throne, 

With Thyjclf, Bread of Life, Thou dojl feed me. 
And makejl me One with Thy Own. 
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O the beautiful Jlars are all paling, 
The bright Pafchal moon jails away, 

All the types and dim Jhadows are failing 
At break of this wonderful Day. 



SLnima mfa, t^t fat ? 

Y Soul, what dojl thou ? Anfwer me- 
Love God who loves thee well — 
Love only does He ajk of thee, 
Canjl thou His Love repel ? 

See, how on earth for love of thee^ 

In lowly Form of Bread, 
The Sovereign Good and Majejly 

His Dwelling-place has made. 

He bids thee now His Priendjhip prove. 

And at His Table eat ; 
To Jhare the Bread of Life and Love, 

His own True Flesh thy Meat. 

What other Gifts fo great, fo high, 

Could God Himfelf impart ? 
Could Love Divine do more to buy 

The love of thy poor heart ? 

Though once in agonies of pain 

Upon the Crojs He died, 
A Love fo great not even then 

Was wholly jatisfied : 
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Not till the hour when He had found 
The fweet myjlerious way 

To Join His Heart in dofejl bond 
To thy poor heart of clay. 

HoWy then, amid fuch ardent flame, 
My Soul, dojl thou not burn ? 

Canjl thou refuje, for very Jhame, 
A loving heart's return ? 

Then yield thy heart, at length, to love 

That God of Charity, 
Who gives His very Self to prove 

The Love He bears to thee. 




%^t ifcienti of tje ifnentilefsf. 

HE Sheep renounced its happy fold 
Defenceless pines with want and cold, 
And longs to fcape from rude alarms 
Back to the tender Shepherd's arms : 

Where Jhall the wandering Spirit flee ? 

Friend of the friendlefs ! Lord, to Thee. 

The Dove transfixed her Jhowy breajl 
With fluttering pinion feeks her nejl ; 
The wounded Hart with bleeding feet 
Turns to his dear embowered retreat : 
Where Jhall the bruijid Spirit flee ? 
Friend of the friendlejs ! Lord, to Thee. 
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The wayward Youth with pride elate 
Runs from his loving Parent's gate. 
But jlruck by mifery's ruthlefs blajl 
Returns to die at home at lajl : 
Where Jhail the houfelefs Spirit flee ? 
Friend of the friendlefs ! Lord, to Thee. 

We too have loved from Thee to part, 
And Father, grieved Thy yearning Heart ; 
But we are jick, and well we know 
No heart like Thine for us will glow : 
Where Jhall our dying Spirits flee ? 
Friend of the friendlefs ! Lord, to Thee. 

&ef Hob unti (£lv Hem nocfitteti (S\xu 



^^f 




jING praije to God Who reigns above. 
The God of all Creation, 
The God of Power, the God of Love, 
The God of our Salvation ; 
With healing Balm my Soul He fills, 
And every faithlefs murmur jlills ; 
To God all Praije and Glory ! 

The Angel-hojl, O King of kings. 

Thy Praije for ever telling. 
In earth and Jky all living things 

Beneath Thy Shadow dwelling. 
Adore the Wi/dom which could fpan. 
And Power which formed Creation's plan ; 
To GoD all Praije and Glory ! 
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What God's Almighty Power hath made 

His gracious Mercy keepeth ; 
By morning glow or evening Jhade 

His watchful Eye ne'er jleepeth : 
Within the Kingdom of His Might, 
LfO ! all is Jujly and all is right : 
To God all Praife and Glory ! 

I cried to God in my dijlrejs— 

In Mercy hear my calling ; 
My Saviour faw my helplejfnejs, 

And kept my feet from falling ; 
For this, Lord, thanks and praije to Thee ! 
Praijc God, I fay, praije God with me ; 
To God all Praife and Glory ! 

The Lord is never far away, 
But, through all grief diJlrejQ[ing, 

An ever-prefent Help and Stay, 
Our Peace, and Joy, and Blejjing, 

As with a Mother's tender hand 

He leads His Own, His cho/en Band ; 
To God all Praife and Glory ! 

When every earthly hope has flown 
From Jbrrow's Jons and daughters. 

Our Father from His Heavenly Throne 
Beholds the troubled waters ; 

And at His Word the Jlorm is Jlayed, 

Which made His Children's hearts afraid;; 
To God all Praife and Glory ! 
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Thus all my glad/bme way along, 

I Jing aloud Thy Praijcs, 
That men may hear the grateful jbng 

My voice unwearied raijes : 
Be joyful in the Lord, my heart I 
Both Soul and body bear your part ; 
To God all Praife and Glory ! 

O ye who bear Christ's holy Name, 
Give God all Praije and Glory ! 

All ye who own His Power, proclaim 
Aloud the wondrous Jlory : 

Cajl each falfe idol from His Throne, 

The Lord is God, and He alone ; 
To God all Praije and Glory ! 



%^t Confecratfom 

HE Conjecrating Words are jaid. 
And broken is that hallowed Bread ; 
Now kneeling at thy Saviour*s Feet, 
Arije, my Soul, arije and eat. 
And now flows forth a facred Flood, 
The Dying Saviour's Cleanjing Blood ; 
Draw near with faith — oh, wherefore Jhrink ? 
Arije, my Soul, arije and drink, 
'Tis a Remembrance jweet and fair — 
'Tis more, for Christ Himjelf is there ; 
My Body and My Blood — He faid. 
And blejl the Cup, and brake the Bread. 
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How this can be man cannot tell. 
It is a daily Miracle ; 
We ajk noty doubt not, nor explain ; 
He jaid it Who jaid nought in vain. 
That facred Bread, that facred Wine, 
Are nothing lejs than Life Divine : 
Yet Jince by faith we this believe, 
Who but the faithful may receive ? 
Then let my famijhed Soul be fed 
By Thee, Thou everliving Bread ! 
And with this blejl, All-quickening Wine, 
Refrcjh me, true and precious Vine ! 

<Dnt 9DaiIp Bteati, tfie Breati of Utfe* 

KING of earth and air and fea. 
The hungry ravens cry to Thee ; 
To Thee the fcaly tribes that fweep 
The bofom of the boundlejs deep ; 
To Thee the lions roaring call. 
The common Father, kind to all : 
Then grant Thy Servants, Lord, we pray. 
Our Daily Bread from day to day. 

The fijhes may for food complain ; 
The ravens jpread their wings in vain ; 
The roaring lions lack and pine ; 
But, God ! Thou carejl jlill for Thine : 
Thy bounteous hand with food can blejs 
The bleak and lonely wildernejs ; 
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And Thou hafl taught us, Lord, to pray 
For Daily Bread from day to day. 

And ohy when through the wilds we roam 
That part us from our Heavenly home^ 
When lojl in danger, want, and woe 
Our faithlejs tears begin to flow, 
Do Thou Thy gracious Comfort give, 
By which alone the Soul may live ; 
And grant Thy Servants, Lord, wc pray. 
The Bread of Life from day to day. 



S in Myjlic Ark was Jlored 
Threefold witnejs of the Lord, 
Rod — that Aaron's Priejlhood fealed. 
Law — on Sinai's Mount revealed. 

Manna — Ijrael that jujlained 

Till the Land of rejl they gained : 

So, Lord, in our jpirits frail 

May this order aye prevail. 

Be Thy Law within our heart. 

Graven deep in every part : 

There implant Thy Crofs Divine, 

Not in dry and lifelejs Jign, 

Striking far and firm its root. 

Bright with blojjbm, rich in fruit : 

Be Thy Sacramental Food, 

Source of full Beatitude, 
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All our life, as now we prejs 

Onward through the wildemejs ; 

In Its Power, with Thee we tread. 

Where Thy bleeding Feet have led, 

We the mournful Way retrace, 

Thorn and Jhame with Thee embrace ; 

In that Pood's jujlaining Jlrength 

On the Mount of God at length. 

We the unveiled Majejly 

Of our King unjcathed Jhall fee. 

Gold within and gold without 

Overlaid that Ark about, 

Piguring unto us that we 

Mujl be clothed in charity : 

Love to Thee within Jhall glow, 

Love to man muJl overflow 

In a tender, watchful care 

Loads to lighten, griefs to Jhare. 

Thus, O Lord, Life's Source and Pount, 

By the Pattern in the Mount, 

Grant us all our lives to frame 

To the Glory of Thy Name. 

^tie feacrtfice of ^valtt. 

OR the beauty of the earth, 
Por the beauty of the Jkies, 
Por the Love which from our birth 
Over and around us lies : 
Christ, our God, to Thee we raije 
This our Sacrifice of Praije. 




C6e feacrfffce of ^Sraffe. 341 

For the beauty of each hour 

Of the day and of the night. 
Hill and vale, and tree and flower. 

Sun and moon and Jlars of light : 
Christ, our God, to Thee we raifc 
This our Sacrifice of Praife. 

For the joy of ear and eye, 

For the heart and brain's delight. 

For the myjlic harmony 
Sinking Jcnjc to Jbund and Jight : 

Christ, our God, to Thee we raifc 

This our Sacrifice of Praife. 

For the joy of human love. 

Brother, Jijler, parent, child. 
Friends on earth, and friends above ; 

For all gentle thoughts and mild : 
Christ, our God, to Thee we raifc 
This our Sacrifice of Praife, 

For each perfeS Gift of Thine 

To our race fo freely given, 
Graces human and Divine, 

Flowers of earth, and buds of Heaven : 
Christ our God, to Thee we raife 
This our Sacrifice of Praife, 

For Thy Bride that evermore 

Lifteth holy hands above. 
Offering up on every Jhore 

This Pure Sacrifice of Love : 



I- 
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Christ, our God, to Thcc wc raijc 
This our Sacrifice of Praijc. 

For Thy Martyrs* crown of light. 
For Thy Prophets' eagle eye. 

For Thy bold Confejfors* might. 
For the lips of Infancy : 

Christ, our God, to Thcc wc raiJc 

This pur Sacrifice of Praijc. 

For Thy Virgins' robes of fnow. 
For Thy Maiden Mother mild. 

For Thyfclf, with hearts aglow, 
Jesu, ViSim undefiled. 

Offer wc at Thine own Shrine 

Thyfclf, Jwcct Sacrament Divine. 

MIGHTY River flowing 

Through dry and herble/s jand, 
A Rock its Jhadow throwing 
Acrojs a weary land — 
Such, BleJOfed Saviour now. 
While in noon-day heat we toil 
Through life's parched and barren foil, 
Such to Thy Church art Thou. 

A Covert from the beating 

Of jlormy wind and rain. 
The way-worn pilgrim greeting 

On Jbme bleak wintry plain, 
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Such is Thy Crofs's Jhade ; 
There while round God*s Judgments jweep, 
Calm, as in health's fweetejl Jleep, 

Thy faithful Ones are laid. 




%^t Haft feuppet*. 

HISis My Body, Which is given for you; 
Do this — He Jaid and brake — re- 
membering Me. 
O Lamb of God, our Pajchal Offering 
true, 
To us the Bread of Life each moment be. 

This is My Blood, for Jin's remijQTion jhed— 
He fpake, and pajfed the Wine-jlained Chalice 
round : 
So let us drink, and on Life's fulnejs fed 

With Heavenly Joy each quickening pulfe Jhall 
bound* 

The hour is come ! with us in peace jit down ; 

Thine own Beloved, O love us to the end : 
Serve us one Banquet ere the night's dark frown 

Veil from our Jight the Prejence of our Friend. 

Girded with Love Jlill wajh Thy Servants' feet. 
While they Jubmijfliive wonder and adore ; 

Bathed in Thy Blood our Spirits every whit 
Are clean — ^yet deanje our goings more and more. 
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Some will betray Thee — Majler, is it I ? 

Leaning upon Thy Love, we a]k in fear ; 
Ourjelves mijlrujling, eamejlly we cry 

To Thee, the Strong, for jlrength when Jin is near . 

But round us fall the evening Jhadows dim : 
A jaddened awe pervades our darkening jenje; 

In Jblemn choir we jing the parting Hymn, 
And hear Thy Voice — Arije, let us go hence. 



%tllufi et Sltt^tta iuiiltnu 

ET earth and Jkies rejoicing jing 
The Supper of the mighty King, 
When the flrjl Adam's dying Soul 
Was by the Bread of Life made whole. 

That Eve when He Who all things made 
A mighty Myjlery difplayed. 
His own Dear Flesh and Precious Blood, 
Transformed to Soul-fupporting Food. 

From the high Feajl behold Him rife, 
A wondrous jight to mortal eyes — 
The Grace of lowline^ reveal. 
And at the feet of Peter kneel. 

His Servant pale with wonder turns. 
When he the Lord of Hojls difcems 
Down from the fejlal board dejcend. 
To him with cloth and water bend. 
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O Simon, take the layer blejl. 
See myjlic Emblems here exprejfed ; 
The Highejl doth the lowejl bear. 
Let ajhes then for ajhes care. 

The Cleanfer to the Feajl rejlored 
Poors forth the honey of His Word, 
Yet notes the baje and traitorous guejl. 
The guilt he harbours in his breajl. 

Fierce Wolf, dojl thou, O Judas vile. 
This Gentle Lamb with kifs beguile ? 
Thoje royal Limbs to fcourges give 
By which the worlds are cleanjed and live ? 

But now the heart and flejh indeed 
From long captivity are freed ; 
He conjecrates the Chrijm of Life 
With hope for wretched mortals rife. 



EVER further than Thy Crofs ; 
Never higher than Thy Feet 2 
Here earth's precious things Jeem drojs; 
Here earth's bitter things grow jweet. 

Gazing thus our jin we fee. 

Learn Thy Love while gazing thus ; 
Sin which laid the Crofs on Thee, 

Love which bore the Crofs for us. 
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Here we learn to Jerve and give 

And rejoicing jelf deny ; 
Here we gather love to live, 

Here we gather faith to die. 

Symbols of our liberty 

And our jervice here unite ; 
Captives by Thy Crojs jet free. 

Soldiers of Thy Crojs we fight, 

Prejjing onwards as we can, 

Still to this our hearts mujl tend ; 

When our earliejl hopes began. 
Then our lajl ajpirings end. 

Till amid the Hojls of Light 
We in Thee redeemed complete. 

Through Thy Crojs made pure and white 
Cajl our Crowns before Thy Feet 

&ong; of tfie ^ttapla. 



ppSSjri ROWN Him with many Crowns, 
[wsBl The Lamb upon His Throne : 
jjS^aB Hark how the Heavenly Anthem 

drowns 
All mufic but its own. 
Awake my Soul, and jing 
Of Him who died for thee ; 
And hail Him as thy matchlefs King 
Through all Eternity. 
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Crown Him the Virgin's Son, 
The God Incarnate bom, 
Whoje Arm thofe crimfon trophies won 
Which now His Brow adorn. 
Fruit of the myjlic Roje, 
As of that Rofe the Stem : 
The Root whence Mercy ever flows, 
The Babe of Bethlehem. 

Crown Him the Lord of Love, 
Behold His Hands and Side, 
Rich Wounds, yet vijible above 
In beauty glorified : 
No Angel in the Jky 

Can fully bear that jight. 
But downward bends his burning eye 
At myjleries fo bright. 

Crown Him the Lord of Peace, 
Whoje Power a Sceptre Jways 
From pole to pole, that wars may ceaje 
Ab/brbed in prayer and praije : 
His Reign Jhall know no end ; 
And round His pierced Feet 
Fair flowers of Paradije extend 
Their fragrance ever Jweet. 

Crown Him the Lord of Years, 
The Potentate of Time, 
Creator of the rolling fpheres, 
Ineffably jublime : 
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GlaJJed in a Sea of light, 
Whojc everlajling waves 
RefleS His Form, the Infinite, 

Who lives, and loves, and javes. 

Crown Him the Lord of Heaven, 
One with the Father known. 
And the Blejl Spirit through Him given 
From yonder Triune Throne- 
All hail! Redeemer, haU ! 
For Thou hajl died for me : 
Thy praije Jhall never, never fail 
Throughout Eternity. 

3|efU) 9Dulefjat 9^emorfa^ 

Jesu Dear, how Sweet Thou art. 
Thy Name is honey to the heart ; 
But Jweeter Jlill than honey Jweet, 
In loving heart our Love to greet. 

O Song of fongs, the fwcetejl Jlill, 
O thought of thoughts, ineffable ; 
O Name of names, all names above. 
Sweet Mary's Son, our Lord, our Love. 

O Jesu, Hope of weeping eyes. 
How Good to all Thy Love that prize ; 
How Sweet to all that Jcek Thee fajl. 
But what to them that find at lajl ? 

Ah ! never thought can think aright ; 
Ah ! never tongue can utter quite ; 
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Ah ! none but he who loves 'can tc] 



How fwcet it is to lovefThce well. 



• * 



* V ; 




Be Thou our only Sweetnefs here 
Who art to be our Glory dear ; or 

Be Thou our Jesus, and our Love, ^44iF.?l! 

Our All on earth, our All above. 



%^t 9^atina 9Detoj{^ 

HEN Pilgrim IJrael wandered 
through the wajle 
A moving Oajis his path fur- 
rounded ; 
And gurgling onwards with a loving hajle 

Quick by his tents the rock-born River bounded. 

But when at eve the ever-JUent dews 

Came down, when hujhed was each devout 
Hojannah 
Angels fwept forth, in all their radiant hues. 
And Jlrewed th' impearUd grajs with Heaven- 
made Manna. 

Then fell the dew upon the widespread Feajl, 
Projling the Jacred Bread of the Immortals 

All night ; until at length the far off Eajl 

Opedforthejlruggling Sun her bumijhed portals. 

The earlier dews did keep the Manna pure 
And unprofaned by contafi with the creature ; 
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And the late dews preferved the Gift fecure 
From the night-roaming energies of Nature. 



We have a Fcajl— a more than Angel-Food, 
And more than Angel-fingers have Jupplied It ; 

A Drink that flows down from the holy Rood, 
A Bread from God's Own Subjlance undivided. 

How Jhall we tajle, unlefs the Spirit Mild 
Flow in and jaturate our inner Jenjes ? 

How Jhall we hold the BleJJing undefiled 
Wanting the Spirit's Succours and Defences ? 

Lord of all Love, of tendernejs unpriced, 

Shed through our Souls the Grace of Preparation. 

O Spirit from the Spirit Flesh of Christ 
Keep the Lord Mn us' fafe from profanation. 

9De Cocpore CfirtSu 

HE Majler, feated mid the band 
Of thofe who own His guiding Hand, 
Takes Bread, and by creative Word 
Thus gives to them Himjelf their Lord. 

Than this of Power and Love Divine 
Was never more amazing Jign ; 
For while with them He thus partakes, 
He is the Bread which yet He breaks. 

To mortal men He gives the power 
Of Priejlly rank the awful dower 
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To /peak His Blefling, and to frame 
Gifts Sacramental in His Name. 

None other can perform this Rite, 
Nor holy Man, nor Angel bright ; 
This does the Priejl, and none but he. 
According to the Lord's Decree. 

Therefore the Priejls of Christ have need 
Each to himjelf to take good heed, 
Lejl, with ]b great an honour crowned. 
They to their Lord be faithlejs found. 

Whojb the King's CommijQiion bear 
They in the King's high Office Jhare ; 
Exalted by His wondrous Love 
Through the Anointing from above. 

Cleanjed be each heart and garnijhed well, 
That He may deign therein to dwell. 
Who, by His own mojl gracious Word, 
Himjelf our Banquet is and Lord. 

parapfiraCe of t|ie CteeH^ 

Part IIL 

ND I believe in Thee, O Holy Ghost ; 
I know Thy quickening Breath is 
ever near ; 
Frequent upon my bojbm's wajleful 
coajl 
Break Thy Jlill waves of Love o'ercoming fear. 
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What though Thou dwellejl in excefs of Light, 
'Nathlejs the Church Thy chojen Palace is : 

Fiery and Free, Thou movejl through the bright 
Orders of High-fouled Men and Saints in Blijs. 

Hence to the blejjed Hill I lift my view ; 

One Apojlolic Church I firm believe — 
Church on the Prophets built and Martyrs true, 

And living Stones that great ApojUes leave. 

Thee, Jesus Christ, Tower-top and Corner-jlone 
Of all that mighty whole, I chief adore ; 

The Temple rejls upon Thy Heart alone. 

Thine Hand doth lock and loojeits mighty Door. 

And I believe, through Thee, that living Union 
Which all the Souls of men ele£i enjoy ; 

With Thee through Faith they have their high 
Communion ; 
Thy praife, their fervice and their blejl employ. 

Ever in Jecret prayer or public praife 

Clofer we prefs our throbbing hearts to Thee ; 

And as our tearful eyes to Heaven we raife, 
Mirrored in Thine, the blejfed Dead we fee. 

But chiefly when around Thy myjlic Table 
In tender love Thy true Difciples kneel ; 

Ah, chiefly then the Life ineffable 

Through our enraptured fenfes feems to /leal. 

Like loving John upon Thy Breajl reclining 
We view the forms of thofe we loved on earth j 
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Full on their beautiful brows the Life is Jhining, 
The Life through death of their immortal Birth. 

O myjlic Prejence, Filial Godhead, rife! 

Fountain of Light, our darkling Souls fufFuje : 
Shine through the veil of Thy dread Sacrifice, 

And bathe us in Thy mornings* orient Dews. 

From Thee the healing Jource of Pardon flows, 
Thine is the hidden Life's immortal Manna ; 

Speed Son of David, jpeed the awful cloje ; 
The Children throng Thy way and Jhout — 
Hojannah ! 

The bodies of the Saints in holy ground, 

Drejfed in their fading cerements, calmly jleep; 

For Holy Church has Jlrewed her texts around. 
And mourners read their Blijs and ceaje to weep. 

Whilome on earth they Jang the holy Creed, 
And bowed adoring towards the ea/lem gate ; 

Now near the Throne from fear and fetters freed 
For Thy great Advent languijhing they wait. 

And we believe, through Blood, in Jin forgiven; 

And raife in hope our brows though wan and 
wajling, 
Already Faith half lifts the veil of Heaven 

And live8,by Love, the Life of Glory everlajling. 



A A 




354 9^irceUaneou0 ^nmnsf^ 



3|efu0 CfirtftujS, noftra &^u0^ 

ESUS Christ, our true Salvation, 
Mocked by jcorn and reprobation. 
Gave us^ to recall His Dying, 
This Oblation janSifying. 

Purejl is this Bread, and holy, 
It is Thou, Christ J Esu Lowly, 
Sacrament, Flesh, Food that fate/l. 
Of all BlejQiings chief and greatejl. 

Gift This is of perfeS Sweetnefs, 
Love of God in full completeness, 
Eucharijlic Boon of Power, 
And of high Communion Dower. 

Hail ! O Mode of Godhead's Prejence, 
Bond that joinejl to God's EJfence, 
Whofo fees Thee and believeth, 
Joy within his heart conceiveth. 

Sacred Feajl, Which Angels feedejl. 
Light, Thy holy ones Which leade/l. 
That which ancient types fuggejled. 
Thy new Law hath manifejled. 

Medicine, difeafes chajing. 
Helper, Jinful man upraijing. 
Feed us, from all evil fever. 
Bring us to Thy Light for ever. 
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ESUS, do I love Thee ? 
Thou art far above me, 
Seated out of Jight 
Hid in Heavenly Light 
Of mojl highejl height. 
Martyred hojls implore Thee, 
Seraphs fall before Thee, 
Angels and Archangels, 
Cherub throngs adore Thee ; 
BleJTed She that bore Thee ! 
All the Saints approve Thee, 
All the Virgins love Thee. 
I Jhow as a blot 
Blood hath cleanjed not, 
As a barren fpot 
In Thy fruitful lot. 
I, fig-tree fruit-unbearing ; 
Thou, righteous Judge unjparing : 
What canjl Thou do more to me 
That Jhall not more undo me ? 
Thy Jujlice hath a found- 
Why cumbereth it the ground ? 
Thy Love with Jlirrings Jlronger 
Pleads — Give it one year longer. 
Thou giv*]! me time : but who 
Save Thou Jhall give me dew ; 
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Shall feed my root with Blood, 
And /lir my fap for good ? 
Oh, by Thy Gifts that Jhame me. 
Give more lejl they condemn me : 
Good Lord, I ajk much of Thee, 
But mo/l I aJk to love Thee ; 
Kind Lord, be mindful of me. 
Love me, and make me love Thee. 

ID the wild waves* wilde/l Jhock, 

Where two mighty Jeas are meeting. 
Stands a little lowly Rock 

Holding out the Light of greeting 
Through the dreary dark of night 

To the Pilot, Jlill unjleeping. 
As an Angel browed with Light, 
There its midnight vigil keepings 

Ever Jince the Word was Jaid, 

By the great Creator fpoken. 
Which that Rock's foundation laid 

By His Law that is not broken. 
There the angrie/l feas have crojfed 

In a /Irife that ne*er has rejled. 
There the fierce/l furges tojfed 

Highejl billows, tawny crejled. 

But above through day and night 
Ever in its place and Jlation, 
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Calm and /leady Jhines the Light 

Rejling on its fure foundation ; 
And the Pilot jaileth by 

Nought the feething currents fearing ; 
Raijing to the Light his eye. 

Into harbour fafely Jleering. 

So, to every Chrijlian Jight 

All His holiejl Truth is centred, 
Glowing with intenfejl Light 

From the Home where He has entered, 
In that Word which Jesus jpake 

When He gave that wondrous Token, 
In the Bread He blejfed and brake. 

Of His Flejhly Body broken. 

Round that Word of Heavenly Life, 

Ever Jince that Gift was given. 
All the waves of earthly /Irife 

By man's earthly pajjions driven ; 
There have centred fierce and loud 

Angry words with angrier clajhing. 
Surging fierce in billowy cloud. 

Round that firm foundation dajhing. 

Brother ! lift to Him thine eye. 
Watch not keenly men contending ; 

Let the Jlrife of words pafs by, 
Only to His Voice attending ; 
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Mingle not that Word He fpake. 

Heavenly Truth, with earthly leaven ; 

As He gave, fo Jimply take, 

He will teach the rejl in Heaven, 




%oU tfie fulfilment of tfie Hato^ 

HRISTIAN, if in this earthly vale 
Unnumbered fears thine heart aJQail, 

Unnumbered foes opprejs, 
'Tis not of all alone on thee 
Cometh this jearching agony. 
This cup of bitternefs. 

*Tis but to try and prove thee /lill ; 
God ujeth means to work His Will, 

Yet not for all the Jame : 
In peace and calm fome onward glide. 
Some in the dark empurpled tide, 

Or purifying flame. 

The Jhield that is vouchjafed us here 
Shall keep our Soul from mortal fear. 

Yet jave our life alone ; 
All lejfer Jbrrows mu/l we bear. 
An offering meekly placed by prayer 

Before the Father's Throne. 

But faint and weak our /Irongejl prayer. 
Nor may our life with Saints compare 
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For fufFering or for faith : 
Strive we to bear our griefs. They bore 
Gladly far greater ills of yore, 

Nor Jhrunk to yield their breath. 

Pray we for Jlrength to wage the fight 
With all the powers of worldly might, 

And bear their darkejl frown ; 
Pray we for faith in danger's hour, 
Pray Jesus guide us by His Power 

Unto an Heavenly Crown. 

&f Pan e0 Id que bentD^, cduid hura ? 

F What we Jee is Bread, how doth It, 
made 
Our conjlant Pood, /lill unconjumed 
remain? 

If God be in It, why like earthly grain 
Meets It our tajle, and why in Form of Bread ? 
If Bread, why bend we down and bow the head ? 
If God, His Prejence how may jpace rejlrain ? 
If Bread, why not to mortal knowledge plain ? 
If God, how are His creatures therewith fed ? 
If Bread, how can one morjel jatisfy ? 
If God, O how is God in portions given ? 
If Bread, can bread the Soul's lojl powers repair? 
If God, can Jight and fenje perceive Him nigh ? 
If Bread, how came It down from highejl Heaven ? 
How may I jee and live, if God be there ? 
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IGleft in t|e &tontu 

HE winds of God are met 

On the great Sea 
Wave, rock and quickjand threat 
Our part to be ; 
Morning with no grey light 

Breaking afar 
Comes in the wake of night 
Without a Jlar. 

0*er Adria's billows dread 

To and fro driven 
We had not tajled bread 

For days twice Jeven ; 
Then forth a captive man 

Paul the Saint Jlood, 
Saying while day began — 

Eat to your good. 

Lo ! then he took and blejfed 

And brake atwain 
The Bread, and we had rejl 

On that wild main ; 
As if the dreadful wave 

Which o'er us beat 
Were fome Jlill inland cave 

Where Chrijlians meet. 

Nor rock nor quickjand then 
Nor blinding Jpray 
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Moved usy nor rage of men 

More fell than they ; 
All thefe we counted nought, 

Even as He 
Who blejfed the Cup, then jbught 

Gethfemane. 

In her futurity, 

*Mid Jlrife for Truth, 
The Church of God Jhall be 

Ev'n as in youth ; 
Whate*er the jlorms o'erhead, 

Midjl them her Priejl 
Shall blefs and break the Bread, 

And Souls Jhall rejl. 
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S ends a day of darknejs and Even-time 
draws nigh. 
How oft a glorious junjet illuminates 
the Jky, 
To our remembrance calling, whiljl growing jlill 

more bright. 
The Promife when comes Evening — Behold ! it 
Jhall be Light. 

*Tis thus in life, as o'er us a weary day of Jbrrow 
Falls fadly, when mourning we fear to Jee the 
morrow 
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Our Junjct comes, before us hope Jhines forth 

bright and clear. 
And we remember gladly that Evening-tide is near. 

Peace, human ken far pajQIing, in hours of deepejl 

grief 
This blejfed Promife brings us which whijpers of 

relief, 
For in our jadde/l moments all veiled in earthly 

pain 
Faith tells us — When comes Evening all Jhall be 

bright again. 

Ah ! then it matters little how long thefe clouds 

endure. 
Behind them hidden brightnejs is beaming we are 

fure; 
When they difperje the junlight will flajh abroad 

and Jhine 
With great and undimmed glory, ere does the day 

decline. 

And though our Heavenly Father ordaineth in 
His Will 

That brief be here our Junjhine — e*en Jo, we thank- 
ful /HU 

Look up as comes the Evening, forwhen life's pain 



is o'er 



We know that He will give us bright Day for 
evermore. 
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OD the Son, Who by the Father 

Sittejl in co-equal /late, 
Christ, our great High Priejl in 
Heaven, 
Sacrifice immaculate, 
God and Man in perfefi union. 
Both our Judge and Advocate ; 

On Thine Altars Thou art offered 

By Thyfelf in bloodlefs Rite, 
Yet in Glory Jlill Thou bleedejl 

When our Jins Thy Body fmite, 
Unto Thee, our Judge and Pleader, 

Daily do we foul defpite. 

Can the guilty thus in boldnejs 

Come unto Thy holy Shrine ? 
Can thoje hearts with Jin polluted 

Bear that Prejence mojl Divine, 
Before Which the purejl jpirits 

Tremble as they Jee It Jhine ? 

Thou Who over death ha/l triumphed, 

We are doomed to die again. 
Shall Thy Death, which plea/ed the Father, 

Win no healing for our pain. 
Can the everlajling Pledges 

Of Thy Love be all in vain ? 
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Lift the veil, and come unjhrouded 
Burfling through the cloudy haze — 

Nay, Thou hidejl in Thy Mercy 

From our eyes Thy Godhead's Rays, 

Didjl Thou not jubdue their brightness 
We Jhould perijh in the blaze. 

Grant that we by faith may fee Thee 
Who art veiled in darknejs jure. 

Teach us with pure lips to praife Thee 
Purer than the funjhine pure. 

Let us die together with Thee 
Who didjl death for us endure. 

3lofepfi^0 Bretfiten afraiti to eat Breati 

toftfi l^im. 

HAT ! fearful jlill, and fearful aU 

The Banquet-room to tread 
Whofearednot in the Judgment-hall 
To fue for daily Bread. 

How oft we jlart with guilt's alarms 

When Pardon's gifts begin. 
And point from Love's extended arms 

A finger at our jin. 

Afraid, becauje each in his jack 

Finds folace for his grief; 
Afraid of Him Who gives you back 

The Price of your relief; 




Afraidy becaufe He Jets the Cup 

Bejide the living Bread, 
And comes with Joy to lift it up. 

Alive and from the dead. 

O Jland and commune at the door. 
And calm thofe doubts to rejl ; 

His Steward bids you fear no more 
Who bids you all be blejl. 

O Rejl prepared for all that toiled, 

O blejQIed Banquet-room, 
When Reuben found the pit defpoiled, 

And John an empty Tomb. 

O Feajl, furpajjing Egypt's com 

And E/hcol's purple flood. 
His Flesh for all Creation bom, 

His Sin-all-deanjing Blood. 

€lvi(lma0 Commumom 

|T lajl Thou art come ! and the dew of 
Thy Birth 
Is the fragrance of Heaven to Thy 
Pilgrims on earth ; 
All life at Thy Coming grows radiant and fweet, 
And our very heart's homage we lay at Thy Feet; 
Though worthlefs our bejl, let us do what we can 
To welcome Thy Birthday, Trae God and True 
Man. 
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O Light to our eyes, and O Life to our heart. 
Can words ever tell what a Saviour Thou art ? 
Who to ranjbm our Souls and to iili us with good 
Didjl jloop to the Manger, the Garden, the Rood ; 
Take our thanks unexprejQfed, while adoring we 

fall 
In Thine own very Presence, our God and our 

All! 

For us Thou wajl bom. Thou didJl die, Thou 
dojl live— 

Our praije Thou canjl perfe£i,our jin canjl forgive ; 

That want lies the deepejl ; 'tis Mercy we need. 

And the Souls Thou abjblvejl keep Chrijlmas in- 
deed ; 

Let the Touch of Thy Manhood our deanjing 
renew. 

And Thy deep Heart of Love to itfelf make us true. 

When in hearts that once hailed Thee the gladnejs 

dies out. 
When lips that adored Thee now quejlion and 

doubt, 
When they half deem it gain from Thy Yoke to 

be free, 
O Grant us to cling all the dofer to Thee, 
That if others turn back, we may do what we can 
To live for Thy Service, True God and True 

Man. 
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31 fl[)aU ht made tofiole^ 

ND Thou art here ! no crowd I fear, 
No garments interpoje ; 
And when I touch. Incarnate Lord, 
Into my being flows 
Thy Power— all Thine, O more than Wine 
To him that toils and faints, 

more than Life, Incarnate Lord, 

To Thy afflided Saints. 

Ah, let me think or ere I drink. 

Or ere my Spirit feeds, 
Of all Thy Love, Incarnate Lord, 

Of all my mortal needs : 
The mijQTpent time, the blijs Jublime 

Forgone for fleeting joy : 
The jhakelike jins. Incarnate Lord, 

That all Thy Work dejlroy. 

1 weep ; but oh, the tears that flow 

Are from a heart that aches, 
Broken like Thine, Incarnate Lord, 

Thy Sorrows it partakes. 
Then here and now, in love do Thou 

Conjble it while it pines. 
And let it tajle. Incarnate Lord, 

The Virtue of the Signs. 



368 9^{rceHdneou0 ^mtt^^ 

I do not feek, by reafoning weak 

Thy Prejcncc to furprijc ; 
Enough for me. Incarnate Lord, 

Though hid from fading eyes. 
That here Thou art, e*en God's Own Heart, 

Defcended from above, 
Jesus Jlill Lowly, and the Lord 

Of everlajling Love. 

That I may bum, oh, let me mourn, 

Whatever the prejcnt lojs. 
The wrongs that wrought. Incarnate Lord, 

Thy Sufferings on the Crojs ; 
Through juch pure grief, winning relief. 

My Soul /hall gather up 
The Divine Fragments of my Lord, 

Thy Life-BLOOD in the Cup. 

I kijs the rod : come. Might of God, 

Come, Jesu, Saviour mine : 
Come, Flesh and Blood of Christ my Lord, 

Come, Myjlery Divine : 
Come, Peace, come, Rejl : o'er all my breajl 

Let all Thy Fountains flow, 
And turn at once. Incarnate Lord, 

The Jin-red into jhow. 

The Lights are dim : the lingering Hymn 

That woos the fenje to Thee, 
Seems as a Touch, Incarnate Lord, 

Of Thy Humanity : 
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Heaven opes, earth fades with all its /hades ; 

Before th' eternal Throne 
I kneel to Thee, Incarnate Lord, 

And clajp Thee as mine own. 



OD-MAN, from Thy Heavenly City, 
On the pitiable take pity. 

Still to Jin our frail heart yeameth ; 
Still to earth our earth retumeth. 

Hear us on Thy Kindnejs calling ; 
Keep our ruined houfe from falling. 

What is man, from Eve de/cended. 
But a death-Jhoot to be ended ; 

Or a worm of feeble jenjes, 
Helplefs, and without defences ? 

Be not wroth againjl Thy creature, 
Barred from holinejs by Nature ; 

Do not Thou from mercy fever 
Souls that can be jinlejs never. 

Not juch hardnefs canjl Thou cheri/h. 
Thus to caufe Thine Own to perijh. 

Worthlefs man, Jlruck mute with wonder. 
Cannot an/wer to Thy Thunder ; 

B B 
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For we are but /moke or Jhadow, 
Frail as grajQjes of the meadow. 

Father, from Thy Heavenly City, 
On the pitiable take pity. 
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FEAR not, Chrijlians, that rough path 

to tread, 
Whereon blejl Footprints of your 

Saviour lead. 
His Blijs to gain, 
Who went not up to Joy but through jharp pain. 
Gaze on that countlefs Hojl with jleadfajl eyes. 
His followers, your fore-runners to the Jkies, 

And jean their life, 
Examples each with holy lejQfons rife. 

Would ye to Join thofe chojen ranks ajcend. 
With watchful zeal your King's Commands attend, 

And bid adieu 
To each unhallowed wijh and worldly view : 
Take up your Crofs, beneath it bending low. 
And for your Majler*s Will your own forego. 

Nor count it lofs, 
Knights of the Order of the Holy Crofs. 

Keep dofe to Christ, if confliS fore betide ; 
Stand fajl, remembering He is at your Jide 
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To give you Jlrength 
In battle, and the viSor's palm at length : 
And when from earth's unquiet jcene ye part, 
His Rejl will compenjate its keenejl /mart ; 

Then Jhall ye know 
Joy ne'er experienced in this world below. 

Fight well the Fight of Faith, and ye Jhall win, 
And firmly jlrive againjl bejetting Jin, 

Which all the way 
In varied warfare Jhall your progrejs Jlay : 
Whoe'er from thoje dread lijls Jhall come away, 
Unjcathed, unvanquijhed, at his dying day 

He Jhall receive 
The Crown of Life which Christ the Lord will 
give; 

That righteous Crown by Christ in Heaven 

laid up 
For thoJe who bear His Image, drink His Cup ; 

Whom He will lead 
By Jprings of ever new delights to feed : 
Thus will the Judge of all the earth reward 
All thoJe who love and long to meet their Lord, 

Whom He will own. 
At that Great Day, as Jewels of His Crown. 
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SDrato nfgfi unto m? &ouL 

RAW nigh unto my Soul, 
O Holiejl, draw nigh ; 
For I have wants within which Thoa 
Alone canjl jatisfy : 
O deign to commune with me as I kneel ; 
Thy Glory in my inmojl Soul reveal. 

Thou jpeakejl in Thy Works ; 

But wondrous though they be, 
They have no voice to utter forth 
Jesus has died for me : 
They Jhow Thy Goodnejs and Thy Power Divine, 
But O, they cannot tell me Thou art mine. 

Nor is it, Lord, enough 

To fee Thine Image glow, 
Refledied in Thy chofen Ones 
Militant here below : 
Thyfelf alone can Jatisfy the heart, 
Thou art the only Friend death cannot part* 

Pleajant it is to jland 

Within Thy Temples fair. 
To hear Thy Minijlers proclaim 
That Thou dojl meet us there. 
To kneel before Thine Altar and partake 
The Sacramental Food, for Jesus* Jake. 
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Draw near and condejcend 
To take up Thine abode 
Within this jinful heart, and dwell 
An Ever-prcfent God. 
Mujl I not be alone with Thee at lajl ? 
O let my life be in Thy Prcjence pajQfed. 

Father, my Soul would be 

Like a transparent haze. 
Through which Thy Deity Jhould pour 
Its janfiifying Rays. 
Lord, fill me with Thy Fulnefs ; give me Grace 
To commune with Jehovah Face to face. 

Reveal Thyfelf e'en now 

Within that inmojl bound 
Where the Immortal EjQfence dwells 
In Jblitude profound ; 
Where thought is lojl, and jlrong emotions keep 
Their ceajelejs watch above the Myjlery deep. 

Do with me what Thou wilt, 

Low at Thy Feet I fall ; 
Abjbrb me in Thyfelf ; be Thou, 
Father, my AH in all : 
Show me the glorious Beauty that is Thine, 
And the deep lowlinejs that jliould be mine. 
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i^on Cum ingrata, feU amo^ 

T is not I am thankle/s. Lord, 

That Jlill I long for more and more. 
And jatelejs Jlill look high and 
higher ; 

But lijlening to Thy holy Word 
My warm aiFefiions upward Jbar, 
And keener grow with new dejire. 

Not thanklejs I ; Thy Gifts increafe 
More than dejert and far above ; 
But yet beneath my loving vows 

Unfatisfied, I cannot ceafe, 

Borne not by reajbn on but love 

To woo for more, my Heavenly Spou/e. 

Stilly while I linger here I mourn 
In painful abfence wrapt, apart 

Far from the Fount of Life and Light, 

Exiled from Thee, my homeward bourne. 
To Whom the puljes of my heart 
Beat ever with renewed delight. 

Yet may I weep and beat my breajl. 

That Jlill will wandering thoughts unkin 
To Thee, my God, perforce intrude. 
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And jealous of Thy holy Rcjl, 
Wake up the ready jlaves of Jin 
To raijc unjeemly inward feud. 

Yet thou art near, and Jlill for love 
Teach me to bear an exile's trial, 
SubmiJJive to Thy chajlening Rod, 

Meekly rejijling juch as prove 
Severe the mojl, by jelf-denial, 

Rejlraint and penance, gall and goad. 

Till purified, the day Jhall come 

When Joined with Spirits of pure fire, 
The heart Jhall rejl in ample peace 

Called upwards to its Heavenly home. 
Where unalloyed of all dejire 

All Love henceforth Jhall never ceaje. 



AST flies the panting Hart athwart the 
glade 
While fiercely glows the parching 
noon-tide heat. 
Nor dares to linger in the forejl Jhade 

While cloje purjue the baying Jlag-hounds fleet. 

Like as the Hart the water-brooks dejireth. 
So longs my thirjling Soul, O God, for Thee ; 
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Like as the Hart a refuge fafe requireth. 
To Thee for Jhelter doth my Spirit flee. 

Ruthle/s the Hunter is my Soul who chajeth. 

The Lion, ever ready to devour ; 
I hide me 'neath the Tree my Lord embraceth. 

And find its out/pread Arms a jheltering bower. 

And jee, from purejl Founts, five Streams are welling 
To deanje and heal the way-worn Souls that 
come; 

Deep, widening Waters, ever onwards jwelling 
To the full River of my Heavenly home ; 

The folemn mujic of whoje peaceful flowing 
Chimes to the Angel-harpings on the Jhore ; 

Its waves 'neath junlejs Jkies of glory glowing 
Where no unrejlful fea Jhall murmur more. 

The Tree of Life, its twelve-fold Fruitage bearing,, 
And healing Leaves, o'erjhadows that fair River i 

Beneath no hunter lurketh, prey-enjharing. 
But Souls Jet free find Jhelter fafe for ever. 

O Sacred Stream, thy waves like cryjlal dearejl 
Of living Water, gladden evermore 

The City of our God— that City dearejl, 

Whence they who enter Jhall * go out no more.' 

Like as the Hart the cooling Jhade requireth. 
So to that Home of Peace my longings flee ; 

Like as the Hart the water-brooks dejireth 
So longs my thirjling Soul, my God, for Thee! 
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%^t ifootSep0 of CfitiS. 

5|ITH Virgin Heart, undazzlcd Eye, 
The Virgin-born went on, 
Each /hare jurmounted or pajQfed by 
Until His Tajk was done. 

With bleeding Feet but lifted Head 

The wajle of life He trod, 
Tinging each Step with holy red 

The con/ecrated jbd. 

Thofe Steps our earth doth yet retain ; 

And when dark vapours hide 
That Sun which lights our pilgrim-train. 

She too can be our guide. 

Father of Him and us. Thy Grace 

On us and all bejlow, 
Who feek the goal He fought, to trace 

His Footmarks here below. 

O joy to follow Him in hope 
For days, for months, for years ; 

Our Jleps in turn o'er His to drop 
And o'er His Blood our tears. 
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(Eirpoaulatfom 

RT thou not coming when thy Father 
calls ? 
Or wilt thou lag in fear when Jesus 
leads ? 

Or does the dreadful jhame of former falls 
Make thee forget thy Spirit's prejent needs ? 
O foolijh Doubt ! O mojl unworthy Dread ! 
So long to bar thee from the Living Bread. 

Art thou not coming to confefs thy jin. 
And rid thy Soul of that unjleeping Foe 
Who maketh falje without, and foul within ? 
Or where Jo near the Saviour canjl thou know ? 
O cruel Doubt ! to keep thee with the dead 
When * Come to Me' the Lord of Life has Jaid. 

Art thou not coming, weary Child of care, 
Who findejl not on earth the Fount of Peace ? 
Did not the Son of God our nature /hare 
To bring the captive Soul a jweet relea/e ? 
O cruel Doubt ! to keep thee Jo opprejl, 
When Christ is calling— I will give thee Rejl. 

Art thou not coming. Soldier of the Crofs, 
Devoted at the Font to Christ the King ? 
Say, what Jhall Jave thee from eternal lojs, 
If thou no prayer, and He, no Juccour bring ? 
O cruel Doubt ! to let thee helplejs fight 
When Christ is calling — I will be thy Might. 
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Art thou not coming, thou who fearejl Death, 
The bondman of a Jhadow and a word ? 
Is there not Life beyond this pajQlng breath, 
And canjl thou find it, but in Christ the Lord? 
O cruel Doubt ! to keep thy Soul in fear 
When Christ the Word of Life is waiting near. 




SAVIOUR, Thou Whom clofe I hold 
Art He for Whom I thirjled jbre, 
Thee, Whom I yearningfought before 

I now in loving clajp enfold. 



For all theje pricelefs Gifts of Thine 
What payment can I make to Thee, 
Who, when I hunger, iillejl me 

With Bounties precious and Divine ? 

O Godhead evermore adored. 
In faith I call upon Thy Name, 
Behold and hearken to my claim, 

Thou Wonderful and Gentle Lord. 

O let the Heaven of Thy Might 
Be opened to my eager gaze. 
And may the glory of Thy Rays 

Shine on me with refulgent light. 



i 
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with Thy Salvation, I intrcat, 

In mercy vijit me to-day, 

And make me worthy. Lord, I pray. 
To come into Thy Prejcncc fwcct. 

Make Thou my Spirit jlronger grow 
With Meat of Heavenly richnejs fed. 
And let Thy fwift Flame, hither fped. 

Kindle my heart with burning glow. 

Unlock for me Thy treafured Store, 
Rain down true Manna from above. 
And unto Thine unfailing Love 

Bind my whole being evermore. 

To me who, needy, prejs my juit, 
And on Thy Pity take my jland. 
Open, O Christ, Thy bounteous Hand, 

Be gracious to the dejlitute. 

O Thou, the Loving Father's Son, 
Weigh not the guilt of my vile heart. 
But Thyjelf Jhow me what Thou art, 

Mojl merciful and jweetejl One. 

Vouchjafe to hearken to my prayer. 
Who now, dejpijed and lowly, plead 
That Thou wouldjl make me in Thy meed 

Of Jweet Abundance ever Jhare. 

O God, my ajking grant to-day. 
That I may be from jicknejs healed, 
And that Thy Countenance revealed 

May cauje my love to bum for aye. 
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Drive far away my Jlothfulnejs 

By Thine own Gift of prejcnt Grace, 
And leave within my Soul no place 

For any mark of Jinfulncjs. 

Above me in Thy Mercy bend, 
O Deity jupreme in Power, 
And now, in this mojl holy hour. 

Unto Thy Servant condejcend. 

Lo ! now unto the meanejl things 
Are bound in union things Divine, 
Then hajlen to Thy lowly Shrine 

O Beautiful, O King of kings ! 

Grant me by Grace to be pojQTejl 

Of that free Bounty Thou dojl give. 
And bid me. Lord, in Glory live 

Within the Manjions of the blejl. 

?Lenten Communfom 

ND dojl Thou fajl, and may I feajl, 
O Bread of Heaven, on Thee 
One day in feven, from grief releajed. 
Set by Thy Mercy free ? 

And art Thou day by day dijlrejl 
With cares that round Thee doje. 

While I may in Thy blejed rejl 
One day in jcven repoje ? 

Heavy Thy jclf-impofcd Load, 
Thy burden on me light ; 
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The lonely dejert Thine abode, 
Bat mine Thy Garden bright 

Where I beneath the Tree of Life 

May gather living Food, 
And far removed from jin and jlrife 

Grow to be wife and good. 

Thy forty days mujl all be jpent 
Ere thou, O Lord, canjl prove 

Thy Father's tender Mercies, jent 
By Angel hands of Love : 

But weekly in my time of need 
Thou com'Jl to comfort me. 

And through my fajl dojl let me feed, 
O Bread of Heaven, on Thee. 

Thy Table in the wildemefs 

For my refrejhment jpread, 
Thyfelf the Food, and Thou to blefs 

And break the Heavenly Bread. 

Lord, in theje days of holy calm 
I'll gather Jlrength in prayer. 

My forrows jbothe with Gilead's Balm 
And lighten Lenten care ; 

In pajlures green my portion cajl 

Bejide the waters Jlill, 
My meat and drink, through all my fajl. 

To do my Father's Will. 
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of JSreaH* 

j|OW Jhall they know Him but not now, 
Behold Him but not nigh. 
The Rifen jcc who by the Tree 
Stood not to fee Him die ? 
When unredeemed Himjelf He feemed 

Who died the world to jave — 
Three blejQed years all turned to tears 
The third day in the grave. 

Not though He walked and jweetly talked. 

As evening's Jhadows grew, 
To calm their fears Who Mary's tears 

Dried with the morning's dew ; 
Though Angels jaid He was not dead 

Who watched to fee Him Rife, 
The Jhadow's gloom Jlill fealed the Tomb, 

Still held their waking eyes. 

How Jhould thofe Feet the wayjide beat — 

Lefs wondrous when they prejjcd 
Bethfaida's jleep, then jlrode the deep. 

Buoyed on the billow's crejl — 
By nail-prints tied, or flinging wide 

To earth death's broken chain. 
How jhould they trace the bounds of fpace 

Or tread life's paths again ? 
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But when they break the Bread they take^ 

The Hands which Blejcd and Bled— 
As when they bowed all Tabor's Cload, 

Bejide the Quick and Dead — 
The hearts that burn together turn. 

Their eyes no longer tied 
See Him Who lives the Life He gives. 

And Jhow Him as He died. 




Confitio et ConqufeCco^ 

RET not, poor Soul, while doubt and 
fear 
Dijlurb thy breajl ; 
The pitying Angels, who can fee 
How vain thy wild regret mujl be. 
Say— Trujl and Rejl. 

Plan not, nor fcheme — but calmly wait ; 

His Choice is bejl : 
While blind and erring is thy jight. 
His Wifdom fees and Judges right, 

So TruJl and Rejl. 

Strive not, nor jlruggle : thy poor might 

Can never wrejl 
The meanejl thing to ferve thy will ; 
All Power is His alone : Be Jlill, 

And Trujl and Rejl. 
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Dejire not : jclf-love is Jlrong 

Within thy breajl ; 
And yet He loves thee better Jlill, 
So let Him do His loving Will, 

And Trujl and Rejl. 

What dojl thou fear ? His Wifdom reigns 

Supreme confejQed : 
His Power is infinite ; His Love 
Thy deepejl, fondejl dreams above — 

So TruJl and ReJl. 



%aft Communion^ 

ESU, enthroned for evermore, 

O God, at God's Right Hand on 
high, 
Yet touched with feeling as of yore, 
O Man, of man's infirmity ; 

Thou patient Bearer of our pain. 
Thou gracious Weeper of our tears, 

Truly Thou hajl not borne in vain 
This weary Flejh for thirty years. 

Who pitiejl jlill as then the woes 

Of our Jo frail humanity. 
Who drawejl near to comfort thojc 

That cannot rife and come to Thee. 

Health of the Soul, though cheeks grow pale. 
Once more we feed on Thee by faith, 

c c 
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Oar Strength though flejh and heart Jhall fall. 
Our Life aUhough we look on death : — 

Death ? — Lord, Thou knowejl : none bejide : 

We cannot tell if It be Jo : 
We only know that Thou hajl died 

And rijen for us : we only know 

All things are pojjible with Thee : 
But fajl the outward man decays, 

So much the more then inwardly 
Strengthen us ever by Thy Grace. 

Lord, not our will be done but Thine : 
Though we no more as now we do 

Drink of Thy Fruit, O Living Vine, 
Until in Heaven we drink it new. 



31 am tfie IKoCt of &tiarom 

HERE wasa Vale where Rofesbloomed, 
And all the live-long year perfumed ; 
And they were rojes pajjing fair, 
Mojl meet for beauty's brow to wear; 
So fweet, that not a nightingale 
But loved amid thofe flowers to wail ; 
And all confejQed fuch Heavenly dyes 
Could only bloom in Paradije : 

Oh, canjl thou tell, within that Vale 
Why Rofes jcent no inore the gale ? 

For funbeams there are Jlill mojl bright. 
And Jbftejl dews of Heaven delight ; 
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And hoary Carmel's rugged crown 
Still rolls its genial currents down ; 
And teeming round, its fertile foil 
Implores the bujy hand of Toil, 
While generous Nature yearns to blejs 
Each thoughtful care with large fuccejs : 
Then, tell me, why within that Vale 
Thoje Rojes jcent no more the gale? 

O Sharon ! jpot fo famed of yore, 
Are all thy vaunted charms no more ? 
And mujl our footjleps only prejs 
Through a wide howling wildemejs ? 
Alas ! thy very echoes lone 
Seem now to jigh in piteous tone, 
As if they grieved a Jlranger*s eye 
Should e'er fuch Jhame and woe dejcry : 
Then, tell me, why within thy Vale 
Blooms there no Rofe to jcent the gale? 

Sharon ! Jhall flowers no more again 
Spring from thy ancient fruitful plain ? 
And muJl yon glittering jun illume 
Nought but a drear and voicelejs tomb ? 
No ! brighter hours are yet in Jlore 
When jin*s dark reign of grief is o'er : 
Oh, then jhall jhine juch glorious hues 
As ne'er was kijjed by Ifrael's dews, 
And Rofes deck thy happy Vale 
As never bowed to mortal gale. 
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Cfie saiorti0 of ConCecratiom 

HIS is My Body— Thou hajl jaid. 
Thy dying Jhowcd the famCy 
This is My Body — of that Bread 
Four Preachers Jlill proclaim ; 
And this Thy Flesh is Meat indeed. 
The Antidote of death, of cndlefs Life the Seed. 

Myjlerious Words ! like Prlejls of old 

We eat the Sacrifice ; 
But half the meaning is not told. 

Untold the countlefs price ; 
We hear, and do Thy lajl Command, 
OurheartsadoreThyWords,butcannotunderJland. 

I eat Thy Flesh, I drink Thy Blood, 

I cannot tell the rejl. 
But this I know, *tis very good. 

And I therein am blejl. 
Thy Pr iejls. Thy Word bring down the Same ; 
I from their hands receive, and take It to Thy 

Name. 

&untia]? in paratifCe* 

S there a day 
In all the ever-brightening chain 
Of blejjed Paradifal gain 
Mojl blejl alway ? 
Does Sunday fall there with its thrill 
Of joy increajing Jlill ? 
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When the blue Jky 
Seems but the intervening fcrecn 
Earth's nave and Heaven's choir between ; 

Do thofe on high 
Unite with our iejs worthy throng 

In one Cathedral jbng ? 

Is the vail jlirred 
By waftings craving entrance there. 
Of highejl praife and deepejl prayer 

Only Heaven-heard ; 
Revealing to each fainted Priejl 

His people's Altar-feajl. 

Do Angels teach 
Some holy Sacramental lay 
That all their fcholar-flock may jay 

In lijp^d jpeech ? 
That tender jpeech for earth too jweet 

Only for Eden meet. 

Ah ! who can tell ? 
Some memory that earthward clings, 
Some jympathy with former things, 

Some foft pure fpell. 
May make the firjl day of earth's jeven 

The bejl, ev*n in Heaven. 

Our Sundays feem 
To meet thofe endlefs Sabbaths fpent 
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In holy joy and jweet content 

Befide Love's jlream. 
That bears all Souls yet on its breajl 

Unto eternal ReJL 



Cooiate: all l^Dpe is( paS<. 

|00 late ! all hope is pajl ! 
Not foj while life doth lajl. 
Go ! wajh away thy fears 
With Sacramental tears 

Of prayer-wroaght penitence, 

Sin*s only recompenje. 

And having made thy jhrift. 

Go ! offer then the Gift 

Which Christ commanded thee, 

Firjl-fruits of Charity. 

Take, eat the Myjlic Bread 

Which raifes from the dead ; 

Will Jlaunch the running jbre, 

The Oil of Gladnejs pour, 

And pay the debtor's Jcore : 

Nor jhrink, with trembling lip, 

The Cup of Blifs to fip. 

True Wine that cheers man's heart. 

And foothes the rankling fmart ! 

For Jesus, God and Man, 

The Good Samaritan, 

To fuch as thee hath faid — 

'Tis I ; be not afraid : 
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And He, the Lamb and Priejl, 
Himfclf will be thy Feajl ; 
Fill thee with Heavenly Food, 
His Living Flesh and Blood ; 
Thy Wedding-robe put on. 
And own thee for a Son. 

Hater l^ocj in ^^immelftSron* 

FATHER, on Thy Heavenly Throne, 
O Jesus Christ, God's Only Son, 
O Holy Spirit, One in Three, 
The Ever-blejfcd Trinity : 
Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy God mojl High, 
So great in Sacramental Myjlery, 
To OS Thy Mercy and Thy Grace extend, 
Both now in life, and when our days we end. 

O Jesu, God and chiefejl Good, 
Thou Very Man of Flejh and Blood, 
Who in Thy Gifts mojl wondrous art, 
Who dojl Thyjclf indeed impart : 

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c. 

Jesu, Thou Lamb of offering led. 
Who on the Crofs Thy Blood didjl Jhed, 
Unbloody for us jinners now 
A Conjecrated God art Thou : 

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c. 

Jesu, the pilgrim's Sunjhine bright. 

The Way, the Truth, the Life, the Light, 
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Unjeen — ^beyond all human ken. 
Yet here difceraed by faithful men : 

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c. 

Jesu, of Souls the Shepherd good, 
Who feedejl us with Heavenly Food, 
Who giv'Jl true Mercy from above. 
And unto death Thine Own dojl love ; 
Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c. 

Jesu, of Life the very Bread, 
In Whom the faithful live, though dead. 
Through Thy mojl Holy Flesh and Blood, 
Of Souls the everlajling Good : 

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c. 

Jesu, Thou Prize of Chrijlendom, 
Thou Pledge of Glory yet to come. 
Let us hereafter blejQed rife. 
Thy Glory jhare beyond the Jkies : 

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, &c. 

O Lamb of God, our Hope and Stay, 
In Mercy hear us when we pray ; 
Thyfelf, the Bread of Heaven, fupply 
Both now in life and when we die : 

Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, Sec. 

O Jesu, Lamb of God, That here 
Dojl ever unto us appear ; 
Let laud to Thee be always given 
In this blejl Sacrament of Heaven : 



%^t &ouI'SDtr8e* 
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Thrice Holy, Holy, Holy, God mojl High, 
So great in Sacramental Myjlery, 
Tp us Thy Mercy and Thy Grace extend. 
Both now in life, and when our days we end. 
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HE Organ played fweet mujic 
Whileas on Eajler day, 
All heartless from the Altar 
The heedlejs went away ; 
And down the broad aijle crowding, 

They feemed a funeral train 
That were burying their jpirits 
To the muJic of that jlrain. 

As I lijlened to the Organ, 

And faw them crowd along, 
I thought I heard two Voices 

Speaking Jlrangely, but not Jlrong ; 
And One, it whifpered fadly — 

Will ye aljb go away ? 
But the Other jpoke exulting — 

Ha ! the Soul-dirge, hear it play ! 

Hear the Soul-dirge ! hear the Soul-dirge ! 

And fee the Feajl Divine. 
Ha ! the Jewels of Salvation, 

And the trampling feet of jwine. 
Hear the Soul-dirge ! hear the Soul-dirge ! 

Little think they as they go. 



394 a^ffcellatieottjS ^pmttjS^ 

What pricelefs Pearls they tread on 
Who jpum- their Saviour Jo ! 

Hear the Soul-dirge ! hear the Soul-dirge ! 

It was dread to hear it play. 
While the famijhing went crowding 

From the Bread of Life away : 
They were bidden, they were bidden 

To their Father's fejlal Board ; 
But they all, with gleeful faces, 

Turned their back upon the Lord. 

You had thought the Church a prijbn 

Had you jeen how they did pour, 
With giddy, giddy faces. 

From the conjecrated door ; 
There was angels' Food all ready. 

But the bidden — where were they ? 
O'er the highways and the hedges. 

Ere the Soul-dirge ceafed to play. 

Oh^ the Soul-dirge, how it echoed 

The emptied aijles along. 
As the open jlreets grew crowded 

With the full outpouring throng. 
And then again the Voices — 

Ha ! the Soul-dirge, hear it play ! 
And the penjive, penjive Whijper — 

Will ye alfo go away ? 

Few, few, were they that lingered. 
To Jup with Jesus there ; 
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And yet, for all that Jpurned Him 

There was plenty, and to Jpare ; 
And now the Food of Angels 

Uncovered to my Jight, 
All-glorious was the Altar, 

And the Chalice glittered bright 

Then came the Hymn Trijagion, 

And rapt me up on high. 
With Angels and Archangels 

To laud and magnify ; 
I jeemed to feajl in Heaven ; 

And downward wafted then, 
With Angels chanting round me, 

Good Will and Peace to men. 

I may not tell the rapture 

Of a Banquet fo Divine ; 
Ho ! every one that thirjleth, 

Let him tajle the Bread and \yine. 
Hear the Bride and Spirit jaying — 

Will ye aljb go away ? 
Or — Go, poor Soul, for ever ! 

Oh ! the Soul-dirge, hear it play ! 

^tie Eetelatfon of tfie C)rfa« 

Wayfarer. 
EHOLD! I jland at the door and knock: 
Hear My Voice ; thy heart unlock; 
It is I Who Jpeak to thee, 
I will come in and Jup with thee, and 
thou with Me. 
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Soul. 
Who is this Who jlands alone 
In the jhadow of the night ? 
The rain falls fajl, the night winds moan^ 
My joy has fled with evening light ; 
The world's day waxes old, the Jlars are dim ; 
Who Jays He comes to jup with me, and I with 
Him? 

Wayfarer. 

Sorrow-burdened Child of Jin, 

Open quickly : it is I : 
See My Feet and take Me in, 
They are bleeding wearily ; 
Pierced through and bleeding are they: hajle 
and fee : 
I would come in and Jup with with thee, and thou 
with Me. 

Soul 
Yes : the road is old and rough. 

Narrow, Jlrewn with many a thorn ; 
I have tried it oft enough, 

My feet too are pierced and torn ; 
I am as Thou art. How Jayjl Thou to me 
That Thou wilt come and Jup with me, and I 
with Thee ? 

Wayfarer. 

Heavy-laden, dim of Jlght, 
Child of Adam, looje the door. 



^fie Ketelatfon of tfie €^viH. 397 

Even through the Jhades of night 
See My Hands how they impore ; 
For they are pierced and bleeding, all for thee ; 
Thus would I come and Jup with thee, and thou 
with Me. 

Soul. 

Wounded Hands and aching Brow, 

Since the hour when Adam fell. 
Are the lot of man below ; 

Each man feels it — oh, how well ! 
Thou art but one of us, Who claimjl to be 
Both Guejl and Giver, and to come and Jup with 
me! 

Wayfarer, 

Yes : as thou art, Jo am I. 

Son of man, dojl thou repine ? 
Doth thy brow ache ? Come, draw nigh, 
Raije thy eyes and look at Mine. 
Was ever Jbrrow like My Sorrow ? Sec 
With what a fejlal wreath I come to Jup with thee. 

SouL 

Fathomlejs Eyes of aweful Love 

Beaming from the thorn-crowned brow. 
Tell me who that garland wove — 
Strange Wayfarer, Who art Thou ? 
I dread, yet know Thee not. Oh, Jhow to me 
Whence comes the Banquet which my lips Jhall 
Jhare with Thee. 
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Wayfarer^ 

The jhadows break, and morning-tide 

Reddens the eajl with dawn at hand^ 
I lift the veil— Behold My Side ! 
Yet do I unadmitted jland ? 
Be not afraid. 'Tis I Who jpeak to thee, 
I will come in and jup with thee, and thou with Me. 

Behold ! I jland at the door and knock : 
Hear My Voice ; thy heart unlock ; 
It is I Who Jpeak to thee, 
I will come in and Jup with thee, and thou with Me. 




W^z Return to (BoD« 

TTje Voice of the Penitent. 

LORD of Mercy, King of Might, 

In Juffering Flejh for Jinners given, 
A Jlranger jeeks Thy Altar's Light, 
O high and holy Bread of Heaven ; 
For here Thy Spirit long hath Jlriven, 
And here Thy fell foes jlill would Jlay ; 
O royal ViSim, Myjlic Christ, 
Come down in Thy high Eucharijl 
And take my Jin away. 

Thou hajl another Crojs in me, 

A new rebuke Thy heart hath broke. 
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The pride that would not learn of Thee 

And chafed beneath Thy eajy Yoke. 

O dumb cold heart to Lips that Jpoke 
In Love, O Jloth that deadens jbrrows ! 

How long jhall lips that nightly pray 

Confejs the falls of yejlerday 
Then make their guilt the morrow's ? 

O Strength and Mercy ! grant once more 
Thy Strength in weaknejs mirrored be ; 

O Sacrifice of Love ! rejlore 

The cleanjing Grace of tears in me, 
Of tears that jhould fall bitterly 

O'er contrite works till life is flown ; 
For oh ! Juch pain is Satan's lofs. 
And whojbe'er would find Thy Crojs 

Mujl jeek it with his own. 

It is not with a pajQing pain 

Thy Children walk the narrow way 
When they have burjl th' Accuser's chain 

And cajl his cords of guilt away ; 

And none may tell but Thou and they 
What bright hopes have what jlrange alloy ; 

Unjloried conquejls who may guefs ? 

Each high heart veils its bitternejSy 
And none may mete its joy. 

Though in Thy Balance of their ways 
Their manjion in Thy Houje be won. 
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And only life the dog that Jlays 
Their eagle-Jpirits from the Jun, 
They may not rejl till toil is done. 

They may not, dare not Jlumber now^ 
For where they linger Jin is breath ; 
They live — their life is daily death ; 

They die — their death is Thou. 

If Saints beneath the Altar cry, 
If flejh-thoms buffet even theje, 

If Thou wert homelejs, how may I 
The chief of jinners hope for eaje ? 
Though what may come hath ecjlacies 

Repentance weeps o'er what is pajl ; 
What though the firjl lejs dimly Jhine 
Not grief alone but fear were mine 

If mine were not the lajl. 

The Myjlic Bride is bridal-dight, 
The eager Faithful ajk their Food, 

O Love of Love, and Light of Light, 
This is Thy Body, This Thy Blood, 

The Voice of the Beloved. 

Draw near Me, ranjbmed multitude ; 

Do thou My bidding, faithful Priejl ; 
Be ye not fearful, I am He 
Who Jaid — Ye weary, come to Me 

And I will give you reJl. 
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Life, and the Divinity of Jesus Christ in the Holy Eucharift; 
Of the Preparation of Faith, Hope, Love, Purity, Humility and 
Defire before the Blefled Sacrament ; Of the Ef!e£h and Advantages 
of Reception; OfNegledi; Of Reception in trouble^ barrennefs, 
and lukewarmnefs of Spirit, and in Reparation. 



Rcyal i8m0. Toned paper and plate. Price %i. Qotk* 

Rodriguez: A Treatife of the Virtue of Humility. 
Abridged from the Spanifh. Part I. 

Contents: — Of the Excellency of the Virtue of Humility, and 
in what it confifts ; Of the Firft Degree of Humility ; Of the 
Second Degree of Humility ; and of the means by which Humility 
is acquired, and the Benefits of it. 

Part II. in preparation. 

Rcyal iSoto. Toned paper and plate, Price 21. Clotk, 

Daily Meditations for a Month: On fome 

of the more moving Truths ofChriftianity^ in ordet 

to determine the Soul to be in earneft in the Love 

and Service of her GOD, 

Contents: — Of our firft Be^nning and laftEnd; Redemption 
and Holy Baptifm ; Sin, Repentance, Confeffion, and Abfblution ; 
Death, Judgment, Hell, and Heaven ; Divine Love, and Love to 
our Neighbour; &c. 

Small 8vo. Toned paper and plates. Price 3^. 6</. Ciotlu 

Daily Meditations for the Seasons: Ad- 
vent to Trinity. 

Containing Short Meditations for every day for the Seafbns of 
Advent, Chriftmas, Epiphany, Septuagefima, Lent, Eafter, Afcen- 
fion, Whitfun-tide, and Trinity Sunday, on the Incarnation, Nati- 
vity, Infancy, Miniftry, Paflion, Refurrediion, and Afcenfion, &c. 
of our BiefTed Lord. 

Small %vo. Price %s. 6d. Cloth. 

EucHARiSTic Litanies. 

Containing, amongft others, Litanies from the Paris MifTal, the 
Mozarabic Liturgy, the Sarum Offices, a Corpto-Arabic MS., the 
Armenian, an Ethiopic MS., Sacramentary of S. Gregory, the 
Euchariftic Month, the Imitation, the Paradife, the Coelefte Pal- 
metum, &c. 

8v0. Price 4J. 

The Resurrection: An E after Sermon; by Luis 
de Granada. Tranilated from the Spanifh. 



LONDON: MASTERS, »ALDERSGATE STREET, 
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Lately publijhedy uniform nvitA " Lyra Eucharijiicay" 
price js, Sd,, clotA, antique. 

Upta ageflianica : 

Hymns and Verses on the Life of Christ, 

anaent and modern ; with 

other poems. 

EXTRACTS FROM REVIEWS. 

" The view which reprefents writers and coUedors of Hymns 
and facred Songs as Co many rival candidates for the popular ap- 
plaufe which they defire to enlift on behalf of their own peculiar 
opinions, is happily equally fuperficial and untrue. . . . The Lyra 
MeJIiantca of Mr. Shipley is tuned on the principle that, in the 
happily revived tafte for Hymns and facred Verfe, it is at once 
more loyal and more politic In Churchmen to feek to fadsfy fuch 
literary craving from the well-nigh exhauftleis ftores of ancient 
Hymns which are in eziftence. Lyra Eucharijiica was Mr. Ship- 
ley*s firft experiment in this diredion. It met with fome fuccefs ; 
but if we are not much miftaken, the fecond attempt will be 
crowned with far more fatisfadory refults. He now addrefles him- 
felf much more dired^ly to the general heart of Chriftendom .... 
The Poems follow one another, each marked only by its own head- 
ing, like fo many variations of a fingle air. It is delightful to let 
our thoughts follow the fh-eam of fong as it floats on in gently 
varied melody $ it is both delightful and furprifing to find on exam- 
ination from how many different inilruments this dde of fong pro- 
ceeds. . . • Mr. Shipley mufl be congratulated on the refult of his 
labour of love : he has produced a Volume of unufual excellence, 
which will give much pleafure, and will alfo pleafe to edifying.** 
— The Guardian. 

** The feledtion of Sacred Poetry is decidedly the befl of the kind, 
and forms a fuitable companion to the I^ra Eucbartftica, which we 
have before noticed briefly. There is, however, this difference : 
one volume is of necefiity more entirely devotional, intended to 
fupply meditation to the devout mind on the great A6t of Chriftian 
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Worihip ; whereas the Lyra Mejpankay following the chief eventi 
in the Life of our Lord on earth, is more diftindtive and dogmatic 

in its tone Although the original Hymns in Mr. Shipley's 

coUe^on are not equal, we consider, to the tranflations, yet they 

deferve high commendation We would fay, that though 

the original Hymns are decidedly fuccefsful, we feel there is need 
ftill for improvement in expreffion. In ancient verfe there is a 
marvellous adaptation of language to the fubje^t. The body feems 
made for the fpirit, as it were, and they both appear to be the effii- 
fion of high poetic infpiradon. Modem verfe is more laboured : 
the language conveys the hGt or idea leis ftiildngly, and it is lefs 
comprehenfive. But this is a deficiency time will make up, and 
we cannot fee why our modern Hymns ihould not even excel ancient 

verfe In conclufion, we heartily thank Mr. Shipley for 

this valuable addition to Catholic poetry. It is a real boon to the 
Church : and it will, we are fure, be appreciated, as it deferves, by 
all who have her welfare at heart** — The EccUfiafttc, 

" It is impoffible, in a brief notice, to g^ve any adequate idea of 
the complete and fatisfadlory manner in which almoft every detail 
and afpedi of Chriflian dodrine has been illufbated or expanded by 
the varied contributions here gathered together ; but we may be 
confident in our judgment, affirming that this volume is in every 
refpedi a worthy companion to the Lyra Eucbarifiica, and will be- 
come permanently popular. ..... The Book, which contains 

nearly 500 pages, is filled with a fele^Hon of Sacred Poetry of very 
high chara^er, in the gathering and arranging of which fingular 
judgment has been evinced. Nearly a hundred of the contribu- 
tions are original, and give efpecial value to the Volume ; while 
the feled^ed Poems are fi-om the works of fome of our befl-known 
writers.** — The Union Review* 

" Mr. Orby Shipley*s Lyra Meffianica is not only a beautifully 
printed book, but it contains fome poems — chiefly tranfiations fronoi 
medieval fources — which are not to be found elfewhere. It claims 
companionihip to another interefting Volume, Lyra Eucbarifiica^ 
collected by the pious diligence of the fame Editor. We truffc to 
have an opportunity of noticing thefe Volumes at greater length.** 
— The Chriftian Remembrancer, 

'< Thofe among our readers who have feen the Lyra Eucbariftica 
will rejoice to hear that another volume fimilar in defign though of 
greater fcope has jufl been publifhed, entitled, Lyra MeJJianiea, It 
is, without eiception, the moft complete, and in all refpeds ad- 
mirable collediion of poems on this great fubjed^ which has ever 
been compiled. Mr. Shipley has brought his own good tafte and 
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thoroughly devotional mind to bear upon a choice which ranges 
firom very early times up to the prefent, and the refult is certainly 
an entire fiiccefs.** — Tke Churchman's Companion, 

" The fuccefs which attended the publication of Mr. Shipley*s 
Lyra Euchariftica has encouraged him to make the further experiment 
of a collection of Hymns on the leading events connedted with our 
Saviour's Life on earth. We open this book with a feeling of con- 
fidence, aiifing from our experience of the compiler*s ability, found 
judgment, and devotional fpirit, that neither in point of doChine or 
poetic worth, fhall we be difappointed with it. Thofe who know 
Mr. Shipley's former work, will only need to be told that in ftyle 
of binding, paper, print, &c.y it is uniform with it. It has there- 
fore a captivating appearance, and it is as good as it looks. We 
might, had we fpace, itltOt for quotation many favourable fpeci- 
mens as well of tranflations as of modem original Hymns.** — The 
Literary Churchman, 

'* We have here another beautiful Volume of (acred Poetry, put 
forth, under the fame able editorfhip, with the fame tafteful and 
attractive embellifhments of type and binding, by the fame eminent 
publifhers, as the Lyra Eucharifticay which we commended to our 
readers' favourable notice a year ago. The plan of the prefent com- 
pilation, if lefs unique and fpecific in its character, admits of a lefs 
limited range of choice and a more diverfified interefl in the variety 
oi its fubje^s. The Volume is divided into fed^ions, correfponding 
with the fucceffive feafons of the ecclefiaftical year ; and Hymns 
relating to the feveral events in our bleffed Lord's Ijfe commemo- 
rated at the different feafons are grouped together under the appro- 
priate heads according to their fubjeCts We commend the 

whole Volume as extremely beautiful and religious to all lovers of 
the facred mufe." — John BuiL 

« We cannot fay that, upon the whole, we like Lyra Mejpanica 
Co well as we did Lyra Eucharifiica } and yet we are at a lou for a 
juftification of this opinion, for here are, as in the former volume, 

< The intelligible forms of ancient poets. 
The £ur humanities of old religion,* 

— to quote Coleridge. It is jufl as Catholic as Lyra Eucharifticay which 
won praife from the Chriftian Remembrancer and the SpeSiator^ the 
fTejUyan Ttmes, and the l/nion Review ! It may be becaufe the fub- 
je^ are more varied and the attention of the critic confequently lefs 
concentrated. However, we can eafily underftand that there are many 
for whom Lyra MeJJlanica will have greater charms than its elder 
fifter. De Guftihus—and it is a imall difierence after all. The 
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fame principle, as Mr. Shipley tells us, underlies both collections. « 
• • If the criticifm which we ought to have put into words has not 
been infinuated by thefe fpecimens we are at ^ult Our chief diffi- 
culty in quoting thefe famples has been not the finding them, but 
the rejecting others almoft, if not quite, as good in every reipedL** 
-^The Church Times. 

<* This handfbmely got-up Volume confifts of Englifh and foreign 
Hymns. The latter are from Greek, Latin, and mediaeval fources. 
Swedlfh, Spanifh, Italian, and German authors have alfo been tranf- 
lated ; and, of the purely Englifh Hymns, ninety are original. The 
Colledtion is a very complete one, and will make an admirable 
companion to a fimilar compilation by the fame induftrious Editor, 
which he calls Lyra Eucbarifiica,** — Tbe Reader. 

" We are glad to obferve that the prefent work, from the care 
difplayed in its compilation, will be likely to fecure a large fhare of 
public attention. • • • We have looked carefully through the book, 
and find in it much to admire. There is a relief in turning from 
fecular poetry to really good poetry fetting forth the goodnefs and 
majefty of the Creator. Mr. Shipley has exhibited much tafbe in 
his editorial duties, and has presented us with a Volume full of 
beautiful and fublime lays, that will be read with pleafure and pro- 
fit The work is one that may be taken up and read with 

advantage by the real lover of poetry, for we do not fee why the 
outpourings of a religious mufe fhould not find as much favour with 
the public as the lyrical ftrains that convey ideas of human paffions 
and afpirations. The fublimefl as well as the moft beautiful 
thoughts may be found enflirined in facred poetry ; and we hope 
the labours of Mr. Shipley will be appreciated as they deferve, for 
he has certainly fucceeded in producing a Volume that cannot fiul 
to pleafe by its frefhnefs and beauty.** ^Public Opinion. 

" That the Volume before us will be appreciated by the more 
educated clafles in the Eftablifhed Church does not admit of doubt. 
The fadt that the Editor's companion Volume, Lyra EucAariftica, 
has proved fo fuccefsful is evidence of a manifeft want ; and its 
fatisfad^ion will be all but complete by the publication of this work. 
Of its high literary merit, and the painftaking editorial care and 
patient labour of which it gives abundant evidence, we may fpeak 
in terms of high commendation. Confidering the varied and diffi- 
cult fources whence fo much of the contents have been derived, 
the Editor has ihown an amount of energy and refblution only 
equalled by the importance of the talk he had undertaken.'*— 7ilr 
JVe^yan Times, 
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" This 18 the companion Volume to the Lyra Eucbariftica, no- 
ticed by us fome time fince, — its companion not merely in outward 
appearance, but in that reverence of tone and beauty of expreffion 
which we then earneftly commended. If we knew of terms that 
would more adequately convey our fenfe of the value of the work 
before us, we would employ them. Like its precurfor, it is intended 
for devotional reading at home, and not for public ufe in the Church. 
.... Speaking generally, the writers are the fame as thofe who 
contributed to Lyra Eucbariftica, but we note alfo fome additional 
authors, who amply juftify their fele£lion to bear company with 
the elder mafters of religious fong/* — TAt Gentleman's Magassine, 

*' This Volume looks at once elegant and ecclefiaftical. It is a 
fort of fequel to the Lyra Eucbarifticay and is colleded by the fame 
Editor. The Hymns in the prelent collection chiefly concern the 
Life of Christ, and are ancient and modern, Englifh and tranflated. 
Very few Hymns belong to a high clafs of poetry ; in thefe, as in 
other religious matters, it is thought wrong to apply the fevere rules 
of criticifm which are enforced in ordinary mundane literature and 
art. Mr. Shipley has inferted fome fine compofitions, real facred 
fbngs, in this Volume," — The Globe, 

" We are indebted for this admirable collection of Hymns and 
Verfes on the Life of our BlefTed Lord to the fuccefs which has been 
fo well achieved for a kindred collection, entitled Lyra Eucharifiica, 
That, we are told, was a firft experiment \ ' and the refults which 
have attended the publication of that Volume,* the Editor remarks, 
' ieemed to warrant the ifTue of the prefent book.* The former 
Volume, in fad, has not only led to this, but it muft have prepared 
for an appreciation of it. There is here a good development of much 
which was there fuggefted. Not only is the range of fentiment 
vaftly extended, but its fublimity is highly increafed Alto- 
gether, it is at once a moft interefting and valuable collection of 
facred verfe — and not only of ordinary facred verfe, but of that 
which is the higheft, the fublimeft of all verfe, fince its theme is 
the grandeft, as it is the divinefi, which can engage the poet*s 
thoughts, or give rapture to his ftrains. The Volume is got up 
with the fame exquifite elegance, and has the fame chara^riftic 
features, as gave fuch outward attraction to the Lyra Eucharijiica^ 
to which it is, in all refpeCts, a moft fitting companion. Its warm 
acceptance among Englifh Churchmen cannot for a moment be 
doubted. They owe, indeed, no flight debt of gratitude to Mr. 
Shipley for fumifhing them with fuch a Volume." — The Cburcb 
Review, 

" Next to Theologians, the greateft literary benefaCiors to the 
Church have been her Hymnographers. We happen to be writing 
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on a day well fitted to remind us of this fa6^, — ^the feaft of the 
great S. Thomas Aquinas, who ihone like a burning light in both 
departments of religious lore. The facred truths which the Theo- 
logian elucidates in his ftudy, the Hymnift invefts with tho(e attri- 
butes of popular intereft and poetic beauty which enable the faith- 
ful at large to appropriate and apply them as a portion of their own 
inheritance. .... Meanwhile Catholics may well be grateful to 
Mr. Shipley, not only for prefenting to them fbme of their old 
favourites in the form of a fpirited and elegant tranfladon, but for 
introducing to them many choice fpecimens in the fame depart- 
ment with which they are lefs familiar.** — The Dublin Review. 

'* A new volume of facred verfe, by the Author of Lyra Eucba- 
rijiicat contains a large and choice fele^lion of devotional poetry 
from various fources and of every age of the Chriftian Church. 
Ancient Breviaries and mediaeval MifTals fumiih fome of the 
Hymns, and in their quaint fymbolifm betray their ori^n through 
their £ngliih drefs. The tranflarions are well done> and many of 
the Latin and Greek Hymns are now firfl publifhed in verfe.** 
— The Wefimnfier Review, 

" This is the ninth inftalment of Mr. Shipley*s refearches in de- 
votional literature, in profe and verfe, and we think it is likely to 
be as acceptable as any one.of its predecefTors. Mr. Shipley pre&ces 
the Poems with an interefling hiftorical account of them, and of 

the obje£U kept in view in the prefent feledlion Some 

moft pertinent obfervations are made on the value of the ancient 

Hymns, and on our duty to ufe them The feled^ion is an 

admirable one ; and complete Indexes furnifh full information re- 
fpedting the fources of the Hymns, the firfl lines of the Latin ones 
being given. There are in all 343 pieces.** — The Clerical JoumaL 

<< Mr. Shipley's two handfoipe volumes \lyra Meffiamca and 
Lyra Eucbarijiica'\ are moft valuable contributions to the everyday 
literature of the Church. Neither trouble nor expenfe appear to 
have been fpared in their compilation, and the refult is well vrorthy 
of the pains beftowed.** — The Church and State Revievf, 

** Amongfl other Hymns the Editor has, with a few exceptions, 
avoided inferting Hymns already well known and printed in various 
coUedtions. Befides tranflations, fele^ons have been made firom 
the publifhed works of many of the firfl writers of facred verfe in 
the prefent age. The fame rule is applied to thefe as to the other 
fele^ons, and fcarcely any are admitted the popularity of which 
has obtained for them a confiderable notoriety. Some of the 
pieces are of confiderable merit and beauty, but as a rule they rarely 
rife above mediocrity, while the fentiments exprefTed are fome- 
times queflionable. . . . We do not know when the prefent paifion 
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for fele^ions of poetrjr of every kind will ceafe. A love of poetry, 
efpecially derotional poetry, is a highly commendable tafte, but we 
think that it u far better to be contented with a moderate amount 
of good poetry than a large amount of indifferent fpecimens of ver- 
fification." — The Englijh Churchman, 

** The reverend Author of the I^ra Mfjfanica is already favour- 
ably known as a hymn coUedtor by his previoufly-publifhed volume, 
lyra Eucbarijitca, He has gone to the fource of the fountain for 
his infpiration, and dug into the mine whence the true metal is to 
be extrafted. He has fearched the ancient Service-books of the 
Anglican Church prior to the Reformation, the MifTals according 
to the Ufe of Sarum and York, as well as the Breviaries of the Ita- 
lian and GalUcian Churches. He has colled^ed alfo from the more 
famous Latin hymn-writers, S. Damiani, Innocent III., S. Bona- 
ventura, and others. Nor has he negle^ed to avail himfelf of the 
treafures of the Eaflem Church as made known to the Englifh 
reader by the tranfladons of Drs. Neale and Littledale. The various 
coUeflions of mediaeval Hymns publifhed during the lafl thirty 
years have all been made, with the fan^on of their refpedtive 
Editors, to contribute to the perfection and fulnefs of this prefent 
volume. The Hymns are moflly of an objective character, and 
group themfelves around the various events in the life and hiftory 
oi our BlefTed Lord, accompanying Him through the fucceffive 
fbges of His humiliadon to the record of His glory as an Afcended 
Man, * exalted with great triumph into His kingdom in Heaven.* 
The Author has furnifhed a rich fource of enjoyment to that now 
happily numerous clafs of readers who find pleafure in thefe ele- 
vating and cheering poetical illuihations.**'-~7'itf Prefix 

** This volume, like its predecelTor, lyra Eucbartfiicay publifhed 
under the fame editorfhip, confifts for the mofl part of a tranflation 
of ancient and mediaeval Hymns of the Church, of which about 
ninety pieces are from Latin originals, fixteen or feventeen from 
the Greek Office Books, two from the Swedifh tongue, three from 
the Italian, five from the Spanifh, and twenty-one from the Ger- 
man. Some hundred and feventy are of purely Englifh origin \ 
and of thefe about ninety may, ' in their prefent form,' fays Mr. 
Shipley, ' be termed original.* .... It cannot be queftioned that 
Mr. Shipley*s volume contains much of antiquarian interefl, poetic 
beauty, and religious exprefiion.** — The London Review. 

** It is inflrudtive to note how eager jufl now is every fediion of 
Chriftians, from the diflin^y dogmatic even to the mofl latitudi- 
narian, to gain for their different forms of faixxh the effective help of 
genuine poetry. Even thofe who are leafl inclined to pay much 
deference to the intellectual gift of modem thought, avail them- 
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felves of every current by which they can help themlelves forward 
in modern tafte and feeling, and from every quarter — ri^dly fpiri- 
tual no lefs than luxuriantly ritual, fcrupuloufly rational no lefs than 
traditionally imaginative — we have fcledlions of reli^ous poetry to 
aid the inadequate efforts of fpiritual terror, authority, and argu- 
ment. .... Mr. Shipley*s Colleton is full of fine pieces, but its 
very principle is to give us poetry that does not exprefs our mode of 
faith now, fo much as the 'definite and dogmadc truth,* and the 
mode of tranflation is often needleflly ftiff. It is a fine coUedion of 
old Hymns, which, by their rendering Into Englifh, generally in- 
creafe, inflead of diminiihing the diflance between ourfelves and 
them." — Tke Speaator, 

'* It is a wifdom as old as the Church of Christ to propagate 
theological ideas by means of Hymns. Songs are more powerful 
teachers than fermons. They are things of beauty as well as of 
truth, and linger in the memory through th^ artiftic forms ; they 
appeal to fentiment as the handmaid of convi^on; they both 
gratify and nurture religious feeling. A Hymn may catch him who 
a fermon flies. It is not that it teaches us any new truth j it is not 
merely that it reminds us of any old truth. This might be done 
by the mofl homely profe. It is that it puts familiar truth before 
us in a form that both the heart and the imagination delight in. 
And the heart always retains the mofl tenacioufly that which the 
imagination fhapes for it. . . . Making full allowance both for the 
fpirit of exclufion and the fpirit of inclufion, the coUediion is a 
valuable one. It can hardly be regarded as the worfbip-book of 
any congregation ; but it fupplies a number of valuable Hymns and 
tranflations for the compilers of the worfhip-book that is to be j 
and, unlike Mr. Shipley and his fchool, Nonconformifia. will do 
well to ufe it and to make their worfhip as catholic as the Church 
of Chrifl. The Hymns of the ancient Church are the pofTefiion of 
no fe6^, the badge of no creed, but the glorious inheritance of the 
whole Church of God:'— The Patriot, 

'< In a Book which contains moil of what has been written of 
reverent and devotional Hymns in ancient and medixval times on 
the Life of Christ it is not necefTary to do more than indicate our 
favourites. Lovers of Hymns will have obferved for themfelves 
that, of all the phafes of^ our BlelTed Lord*s Life, the Paflion is 
that which has called out the moil telling Hymns for devotional 
ufe. The more Hymnology becomes a fcience, the more this rule 
holds good, and the beautiful and touching exceptions which Lyra 
Mejfianica here and there fupplies in its Afcenfion and £after-tide 
feledtions do but prove what is continually obferved. Rightly to 
appreciate the Book, readers mud fludy it and ufe it as it is intended 
to be ufed — as a Book of devotion." — Events of the Month, 
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